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o  UR  TRIP  TO 
LATIN  AMERICA  was  conceived  for 
the  purpose  of  paying  friendly  calls  upon 
our  neighbors  to  the  South.  It  was  our 
good  fortune  to  have  the  U.S.S.  Maryland 
selected  to  convey  us  to  the  countries  on 
the  western  coast.  The  officers,  and  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  entire  crew  have  had  no  small 
part  in  making  our  trip  a  successful  one. 

This  has  been  a  mission  of  good  will  and 
the  contribution  made  by  the  entire  per¬ 
sonnel  of  the  LT.S.S.  Maryland  is  a  distinct 
credit  to  the  Navy  of  the  United  States. 

Mrs.  Hoover  and  I,  and  all  the  members 
of  our  party  will  always  prize  the  associa¬ 
tions  formed  on  this  journey.  We  thank 
all  those  who  have  aided  so  much  and 
wish  them  all  “God  Speed” 


'President  Hoover’s  Qood  Will  Cruise 


The  Official  Tarty 


Seated  [left  to  right] 

TMj\  John  (J.  TMlott 
C^pt.  U.  A.  Kfmberly 
AhCrs.  A£od\>er 
ThCr.  5hCoo"i>er 

AlnibassadorAT.  T.  Cjfletcher 
zDlGss  Tfuth  ff^esler 
A)fCr.  (J.  Taker 


Standing  [left  to  right] 

Gomdr.  (M.C.)  ShC.  AT.  Jf  ane 
AhCr.  <iAllan  ShCoo^er 
Gomdr.  zA.  T.  Teauregard 
zdhCr.  G^o.  zAkerson 
Gomdr.  fff.  G-  Train 
Ahdr.Q.  T.  (^her'lppell 
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I  tinerary 
1928-29 

n  -IT  Date 

PortVisited 

Arrival 

Date 

Departure 

Miles 

Steamed 

San  Pedro,  Calif. . 

.  .  .  . 

0 

< 

1— ( 

0 

.  ,  . 

Amapala,  Honduras .  .  .  . 

Nov.  26 

Nov.  26 

2294 

L’Union,  Salvador . 

Nov.  26 

Nov.  27 

3 

Corinto,  Nicaragua  .  .  .  . 

Nov.  27 

Nov.  27 

63 

Puntarenas,  Costa  Rica .  . 

Nov.  28 

Nov.  28 

273 

Neptune’s  Domain  .  ,  .  . 

Nov.  30 

.  .  .  . 

.  .  . 

Guayaquil,  Ecuador  .  .  . 

Dec.  1 

Dec.  2 

CO 

Callao,  Peru . 

Dec.  5 

Dec.  6 

666 

Antofagasta,  Chile . 

Dec.  8 

Dec.  8 

821 

Valparaiso,  Chile . 

Dec.  10 

Dec.  18 

580 

San  Pedro,  Calif. . 

Jan.  3 

«  •  •  • 

4815 

Total  -  10,386 
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Tresident  Hoover’s  Qood  Will 


CAPTAIN  V.  A.  KIMBERLY 


U.  S.  S.  MARYLAND 
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“Trologntj 

A  MOVIE  IN  SEVEN  REELS 
ENTITLED: 

“HOW  IT  ALL  STARTED” 

ALL  STAR  CAST 


REEL  I 

Time:  Early  morning. 

Scene:  Santa  Cruz  Harbor. 

Shot  showing  Maryland  drifting  lazily  in  on  flood  tide,  all  peace 
and  quiet  on  board.  Close  up  of  “A”  Division  part  of  ship  showing 
Engineers  sleeping  soundly. 

Shot  of  pilot  house  showing  the  Captain’s  chair  occupied.  Close 
up  of  Pop  Bennion  bending  over  chart,  dividers  and  rulers  in  hand, 
complacency  on  face. 


Spoken  caption  by  Pop  : 
“Well,  Captain,  here  we  are 

Skipper  to  Exec. 

Exec,  to  1st  Luff 
1st  Luff  to  Boatswain 
Boatswain  to  Dombrowski 
Dombrowski  to  Seaman  with  Hammer 


All  in  unison: 

“LET  GO!” 


Shot  showing  Mate  of  the  Deck  roused  by  clattering  chain. 
Emerges  on  deck,  blinks  at  early  morning  sun,  yawns,  stretches  and 
disappears  below. 

Again  all  peace  and  quiet  on  board. 


REEL  II 

Time:  One  hour  later. 

Scene:  Scuttle  Butt,  empty  and  neglected.  Cobwebs  and 

dust  on  spigots. 

Youth  wearing  “Ball  of  Fire”  embroidered  on  left  sleeve  emerges 
from  depths  of  ship,  bearing  papers.  Registers  air  of  supreme  import¬ 
ance  and  posts  sheet  of  paper  on  heretofore  neglected  scuttle  butt. 

Hankinson  sauntering  by  sees  paper,  stops  and  reads  leisurely, 
then  intensively,  then  feverishly.  Close  up  showing  following  typewrit¬ 
ten  despatch : 

“Maryland  to  South  America  with  Hoover” 
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Close  up  of  Hankinson  showing  head  craned  forward,  mouth 
drooped  open  and  eyes  bulging.  Spoken  caption : 

“My  Gawd.” 

Distant  shot  showing  crushing  and  frenzied  stampede.  Wild  and 
untrammeled  enthusiasm.  Hundreds  pushing  toward  the  now  wrecked 
and  dismembered  scuttle  butt.  Bodies  trampled  under  foot. 

Fade  out  and  fade  in  showing  tranquil  country  landscape  being 
swept  by  prairie  fire. 


REEL  III 

Time:  One  minute  later. 

Scene:  Quarterdeck. 

Shot  showing  Executive  Officer  with  haggard  and  hunted  expres¬ 
sion  completely  surrounded  by  eager  expostulating  faces.  Following 
spoken  captions  in  rapid  succession : 

“When  do  we  sail?” 

“Permission  to  leave  the  ship?” 

“When  is  the  first  boat  ashore?” 

“My  wife’s  on  the  dock.” 

“My  wife’s  goin’to  have  a  baby.” 

Close  up  of  OOD  registering  confused  stupefaction.  Fade  out  into 
many  boats,  tons  of  stores,  merry-go-rounds,  pin  wheels,  balloons  and 
sky  rockets  all  inter-mixed  and  rapidly  revolving. 

Several  shots  of  sailors  perched  on  winches,  masts,  ladders  and 
bitts,  looking  and  listening  intently. 

REEL  IV 

Time  :  Five  minutes  later. 

Place:  Dock  at  Santa  Cruz. 

Shot  showing  heavily  laden  Maryland  motor  boat  approaching. 
Close  up  showing  all  hands  looking  toward  dock  and  registering  breath¬ 
less  expectation. 

Shot  showing  several  young  and  beautiful  wives  on  near  end  of 
the  dock.  Arms  outstretched.  Puddles  of  tears  at  feet.  Close  up  of  each 
sorrowful  face  followed  by  following  spoken  captions  in  succession : 

“Honey,  please  take  leave  and  stay  with  me?” 

“Oh,  why  couldn’t  he  go  on  some  other  ship  ?” 

“Oh,  Darling  is  it  all  true?” 

“Must  you  leave  me  for  a  whole  month  ?” 
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Close  up  showing  coxswain  of  boat  winking  at  bow  hook.  Spoken 
caption : 

“Gee,  aint  it  tough?” 

REEL  V 

Time:  Two  days  later. 

Scene:  Hunter’s  Point,  San  Francisco.  Thunder,  light¬ 
ning,  earthquakes  and  deluges  of  rain. 

Shot  of  Maryland  In  drydock,  her  slippery  sides  swarming  with 
busy  figures,  each  one  feverishly  intent  on  his  appointed  task. 

Distant  shot  of  quarterdeck.  Ant-like  figures  scurrying  from  shore 
to  ship  each  carrying  a  sack  of  Navy  beans  or  case  of  Isuan  ginger  ale. 

Close  up  of  inner  side  of  bilge  keel  showing  two  paint-besmirched 
Individuals  reclining  on  keel  blocks.  Spoken  captions : 

“Gimme  a  skag.  Wop.” 

“The  boss  says  if  we  get  done  tonight  we’ll  reach  Pedro 
In  time  to  see  the  Mary  trim  the  Prune  Barge.” 

“And  won’t  we  do  It?” 

REEL  VI 

Scene  :  Trona  Field,  San  Pedro — Fleet  Championship 
football  game  in  progress. 

Shot  of  California  stand.  Desolation  and  gloom.  Long  faces. 
Silence. 

Shot  of  Maryland  stand.  Wild  excitement.  Hats  in  air.  Banners 
flying. 

Close  up  of  score  board : 

California  0 ;  Maryland  7 

REEL  VII 

Scene:  San  Pedro  Harbor. 

Shot  showing  Maryland  steaming  triumphantly  out  of  harbor 
bound  for  South  America.  President-elect  Hoover  and  party  of  dis¬ 
tinguished  notables  standing  on  quarterdeck  waving  goodbye. 

Close  up  of  two  sailors  leaning  over  rail  of  California,  West 
Virginia,  Colorado  or  Tennessee  and  gazing  seaward. 

Spoken  caption : 

“The  lucky  sunzaguns.” 

Fade  out  and  fade  in. 

2000  YEARS  AGO  AESOP  SAID: 

“You  can’ t  keep  a  good  ship  down.” 
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Eyes  of  the  World 


SEATED  LEFT  TO  RIGHT 

Richard  J.  Beamish 

Philadelphia  Inquirer 

F.  Kay 

Stenographer 

Berkley  Payne 

Associated  Press  Photos 

Will  Irwin 

North  American  Newspaper 
Alliance 

Mark  Sullivan 

New  York  Herald  Tribune 
Syndicate 

C.  DuBose 

Associated  Press 

A.  Hachten 

Universal  News  Service 

P.  Kinsley 

Chicago  Tribune 

T.  Healey 

Philadelphia  Public  Ledger 


CENTER  ROW 

T.  Howard 

P  and  A  Photos 

R.  McManus 

New  York  Evening  Sun 

W.  J.  McEvoy 

Assistant 

T.  L.  Stokes 

United  Press 

J.  L.  Wright 

Buffalo  Evening  News 

W.  F.  McSwain 

Secret  Service 

R.  Denton 

Paramount  News  Reel 

R.  Collier 

Washington  Star 

H.  Frantz 

United  Press 


BACK  ROW 

G.  L.  Boatwright 

Secret  Service 

R.  Allen 

Christian  Science  Monitor 

L.  C.  Speers 

New  York  Times 

L.  Sullivan 

International  News  Service 

J.  L.  West 

Associated  Press 

E.  McIntosh 

New  York  Herald  Tribune 

C.  F.  Sanwald 

Kinograms  News  Reel 

J.  C.  Brown 

International  News  Reel 

A.  Detitta 

Fox  News  Reel 

M.  LaVoy 

Pathe  News 
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The  Departure 

liy  Mark  Sullivan 

‘^’""T^HERE  was  a  sound  from  the  shore  of  factory-whistles  blowing, 
I  which  we  took  to  mean  that  Mr.  Hoover  and  his  party  were 

I  arriving  at  San  Pedro.  On  board  the  Maryland,  there  was  a 

hurrying  of  men  to  stations  (if  that  is  the  way  to  say  it),  where 
they  lined  up  in  formal  groups.  Most  of  the  officers,  in  ceremonial  dress 
with  cocked  hats  that  go  hack  to  Paul  Jones’  time  at  least,  stood  in  a 
long  line  on  the  starboard  side  of  the  after  deck.  Bands  blared  out 
across  the  water.  Against  the  loud  brass  of  the  bands  the  boatswain’s 
pipe  played  minor  notes,  like  a  quiet  signal  within  the  ship’s  small  world. 
Eight  sailors  walked  to  the  top  of  the  ship’s  ladder  and  formed  two 
rows  of  “side-boys”  with  a  path  between. 

Around  the  stern  of  the  ship,  and  forward  to  the  ladder,  came  one  of 
the  Maryland’s  small  boats.  Mr.  Hoover  walked  up  the  ladder,  was 
greeted  and  passed  down  the  line  of  officers,  shaking  hands. 

Overhead,  airplanes  circled  and  swooped,  each  containing  a  motion 
picture  man  who  ground  out  film  furiously.  Presently  came  a  fleet  of 
nine  naval  airplanes,  in  formation,  doing  things  which,  at  the  time  most 
of  these  sailors  were  born,  could  only  have  been  done  by  a  wild  duck. 

After  awhile.  Captain  Kimberly  approached  Mr.  Hoover,  saluted, 
and  informed  him,  with  a  touch  of  ceremonial  dignity,  that  the  passen¬ 
gers  were  aboard,  that  the  baggage  had  been  cared  for,  and  that  the 
Maryland  was  ready  to 
start  whenever  Mr. 

H  oover  should  wish. 

Mr.  Hoover  thanked 
the  Captain  and 
nodded.  In  a  moment 
the  ship  was  in  gentle 
motion.  Five  destroyers 
took  the  form  of  an  es¬ 
cort,  and  we  were  off. 

MR.  HOOVER  COMES  ABOARD 
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MR.  AND  MRS.  HOOVER  ABOARD  THE  MARYLAND 
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'JMr.  and  Mrs.  Hoover— Shipmates 

'Bjy  James  L.  Wright 

A  WAVE  suddenly  slapped  the  side  of  the  Maryland  in  the  Gulf 
of  Tehuantepec.  A  ton  of  water  poured  through  two  port- 
/  \  holes  in  the  cabin  of  President-elect  Herbert  Hoover.  Papers 

1  V  and  books  were  swished  from  the  table  to  the  floor.  The 
future  chief  executive  of  the  United  States,  the  man  who  had  had  charge 
of  the  Government’s  relief  activities  in  the  Mississippi  Valley  disaster, 
looked  upon  the  water,  standing  inches  deep  on  his  cabin  floor,  and  made 
this  observation : 

“Well,  Pve  seen  bigger  floods.” 

It  was  in  that  spirit  that  Mr.  Hoover,  Mrs.  Hoover  and  their  son, 
Allan,  entered  into  and  became  a  part  of  the  life  of  the  Maryland,  on 
her  cruise  to  South  America.  If  they  had  to  arise  at  5  o’clock  to  board 
the  Cleveland,  so  she  could  catch  the  tide  right  for  Guayaquil,  and  if 
they  had  to  get  up  at  the  same  hour  next  morning  to  get  back,  there 
were  no  complaints. 

If  the  President-elect  and  his  wife  saw  a  group  of  blue-jackets  armed 
with  their  cameras,  hoping  to  get  a  snap  at  them  on  deck,  they  would 
stop  to  give  them  a  “good  shot.”  The  starboard  quarter-deck  was 
reserved  for  the  Hoover  family,  as  it  is  for  the  admiral  when  he  is 
aboard,  but  they  did  not  restrict  themselves  to  that  part  of  the  ship. 

Mrs.  Hoover  visited  the  galley,  and  at  drills  taught  the  blue-jackets 
some  new  knots  in  rope  tying.  The  engineering  mind  of  Mr.  Hoover 
carried  him  into  the  plotting  room,  and  to  a  study  of  the  ship’s  intricate 
fire  control  mechanism.  Allan  engaged  in  the  ship’s  sports, — deck  ten¬ 
nis,  golf,  etc. 

During  the  storm,  which  the  ship’s  officers  still  insist  was  only  a 
“blow,”  the  entire  Hoover  family  stood  for  hours  on  the  bridge,  watch¬ 
ing  the  great  grey  war  vessel  plow  her  nose  into  the  waves,  and  send 
clouds  of  mist  even  to  their  lofty  vantage  point.  The  ocean  in  its  fury 
presented  a  dramatic  spectacle,  a  thrilling  diversion  from  peaceful  days 
and  nights  sailing  through  Southern  Seas. 

The  Maryland  became  “home”  to  the  Hoovers,  just  as  it  did  to  the 
rest  of  us,  the  civilians  of  the  voyage.  After  a  strenuous  day  ashore, 
with  futile  struggles  to  make  the  natives  understand  our  dictionary 
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Spanish,  we  would  return  to  the  waterfront  and  get  the  same  thrill  from 
the  lights  of  the  Maryland  riding  at  anchor  offshore  as  the  weary  plains¬ 
man  gets  from  a  light  in  the  cabin  window  of  his  prairie  home. 

Presidents,  Presidents-elect  and  past  Presidents  of  countries  visited, 
the  secretaries  of  foreign  affairs  and  the  highest  officials  of  Central  and 
South  American  countries  were  entertained  at  colorful  luncheons  aboard, 
but  the  “home  life”  of  the  Maryland  was  not  forgotten.  The  officers  of 
the  ship  were  invited  in  to  dine  with  the  Hoover  family,  and  to  round 
out  the  family  circle. 

Hours  each  day  were  spent  on  deck.  Mrs.  Hoover,  dressed  in  a  white 
sport  costume,  and  the  President-elect,  wearing  a  blue  coat,  white  flannel 
trousers  and  a  white  yachting  cap,  hiked  instead  of  strolled  the  deck,  or 
sat  beneath  the  awning,  reading. 

On  the  big  day  of  all  days,  when  the  Maryland  crossed  the  Equator, 
and  King  Neptune  led  his  picturesque  parade,  it  was  Mrs.  Hoover  who 
picked  up  a  motion  picture  camera  to  photograph  her  son  as  he  was  led 
by  in  stocks.  Later  the  President-elect  and  his  wife  saw  their  son  “get 
the  works”  when  the  blue-jackets  tarred  him  and  ducked  him  in  a  tank 
of  salt  water  on  the  forecastle. 

Throughout  the  cruise,  from  the  day  of  embarkation  at  San  Pedro, 
California,  to  the  day  of  debarkation  at  Valparaiso,  Chile,  the  entire 
Hoover  family  proved  themselves  not  only  good  sailors,  but  good  ship¬ 
mates.  They  helped  to 
make  the  Maryland  a 
happy  ship,  and  on  their 
departure  atValparaiso 
left  behind  them  the 
wish  in  everyone’s 
hearts  that  we  may  be 
shipmates  again. 


MR.  HOOVER  AXD 
PARTY  ARRIVE 
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MRS.  HOOVER  AND  HER  KITTEN.  MRS.  HOOVER  TAKES  A  SIGHT  OF  THE  SUN. 

MR.  HOOVER  BY  THE  GUN.  MR.  HOOVER’S  LAUNCH  NEARS  THE  SHIP. 

MRS.  HOOVER  AND  ALLAN. 
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^  Fish  ing  Trip 

"Ty  Philip  Kjnsley 

Few  fishermen  ever  have  the  luck  to  go  fishing  from  a  thirty-mil- 
lion-dollar  battleship.  Mr.  Hoover  and  a  few  members  of  his 
party  had  such  an  opportunity  on  November  21  when  the  Mary¬ 
land  reached  the  tip  of  Lower  California  and  rounded  Cape  San 
Lucas.  As  a  fisherman  in  salt  and  fresh  water,  and  honorary  president 
of  the  Izaak  Walton  League  of  America,  Mr.  Hoover  knew  that  here 
was  a  spawning  bed  for  aristocrats  of  the  deep,  and  decided  to  try  his 
rod  for  a  few  hours. 

It  was  hoped  that  all  afternoon  could  be  spent  here  in  motor  boats, 
but  adverse  currents  had  delayed  the  ship,  and  it  was  after  4  p.  m.  when 
the  ship  finally  hove  to.  Mr.  Hoover  had  spent  part  of  the  morning  in 
rigging  his  outfit  and  going  over  his  tackle.  He  had  four  fine  rods  to 
choose  from,  and  two  boxes  of  tackle.  It  was  decided  to  use  No.  6 
Wilson  spoon  as  the  most  dependable  lure.  Mark  Sullivan  and  the 
writer  aided  in  the  preparations  and  were  Invited  to  take  rods  and  go 
along.  Mr.  Hoover,  Mr.  Sullivan  and  Allan  Hoover  went  In  one  boat, 
while  Ed  McIntosh,  Jim  West,  George  Akerson  and  I  went  in  the  sec¬ 
ond,  the  two  former  as  spectators.  As  it  turned  out,  however.  It  took 
one  of  the  spectators  to  catch  the  fish. 

Mr.  Hoover  had  tried  to  get  time  off  during  the  campaign  to  fish  In 
Chesapeake  Bay,  but  had  failed  and  his  line  had  not  touched  the  water 
on  any  stream  or  lake  since  the  expedition  into  the  Klamath  country 
early  in  the  season.  On  mountain  streams,  with  five-ounce  rod  and  fly, 
the  President-elect  is  at  home  as  well  as  trolling  for  sea  monsters.  There 
is  a  vast  difference  between  an  85-pound  tarpon  and  a  ten-inch  trout,  but 
the  thrill  Is  about  the  same  to  the  true  fisherman.  Mr.  Hoover  Is  quite 
happy  when  fishing  for  anything  In  any  water. 

The  San  Lucas  bay  fishing  ground  was  deserted  except  for  one  native 
small  boat  that  was  trolling  near  shore.  The  surf  was  gentle  and  the 
afternoon  just  right  for  fishing,  except  that  there  was  not  time.  Even  a 
fisherman  will  hesitate  to  keep  a  battleship  waiting  long.  The  Hoover 
boat  had  the  better  luck.  Mr.  Hoover  caught  a  dolphin,  messenger  of 
King  Neptune,  weighing  about  ten  pounds,  and  a  mackerel. 

Mr.  Sullivan  came  back  with  another  dolphin  and  a  fine  fish  story. 
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He  had  hold  of  the  usual  whale  but  it  got  away.  The  strange  part  of  it 
is  that  Mr.  Hoover  supports  him  in  this  story,  and  they  show  a  bit  of 
wire  leader  that  the  big  fish  is  supposed  to  have  bitten  in  two. 

In  the  second  boat  the  first  half  hour  produced  nothing.  A  change 
was  made  to  a  silver  and  a  rainbow  imitation  fish  lure,  and  a  few  seconds 
later  the  writer  had  a  strike  which  broke  away.  The  rod  was  handed  to 
Mr.  McIntosh  for  a  few  minutes  and  just  before  the  return  to  the  ship 
both  he  and  Mr.  Akerson  had  good  strikes  and  landed  their  fish  after 
ten  minutes  or  so.  They  were  bonita  or  skipjack,  a  heavy  fish  something 
like  a  pompano.  They  lunge  viciously  for  a  few  minutes,  then  swim 
under  the  boat  and  sulk.  They  were  about  ten  pounds  each,  and  were 
only  gaffed  after  much  excitement  and  line  tangling.  The  flares  went 
up  for  the  return,  and  at  sunset  the  short  fishing  trip  was  over. 


WAITING  FOR  THE  RETURN  OF  THE  FISHING  PARTY.  EN  ROUTE  TO  AMAPALA. 

MARK  SULLIVAN  IN  FULL  REGALIA.  STARTING  FOR  THE  FISHING  GROUNDS. 
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Top  Left — A  FOURSOME — LEFT  TO  RIGHT — COMDR.  BEAUREGARD,  MR.  AKERSON,  MR.  BAKER,  CAPT. 

KIMBERLY.  Top  Right — willing  victims.  Center — ambassador  fletcher  and 

MR.  HOOVER  swapping  YARNS. 

Lovjer  left — admiring  some  gifts.  Lower  right — hoisting  out  the  motor  boat. 
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We’re  in  the  Navy  Now 

"By  Edwin  S.  McIntosh 

^  I  experiences  of  the  Hoover  party 

I  would  not  have  been  complete  without 
I  a  storm  affording  an  opportunity  to  see 
1.  the  Maryland  and  the  elements  do 
their  stuff.  Aspirations  to  observe  such  a  con¬ 
flict  were  satisfied  on  November  23rd  when  a 
“Tehauntepecer”  came  tearing  out  of  Mexico. 
In  fact,  many  of  us  were  fairly  satiated  at  the 
end  of  about  forty-five  minutes.  The  fine  dis¬ 
dain  with  which  the  officers  and  men  of  the 
Maryland  turned  up  their  noses  at  so  anaemic 
a  hurricane  was  an  Inspiring  thing  to  beholdand 
reassuring,  but  to  most  of  us  that  night  was  just 
a  free  ride  on  a  roller-coaster  of  the  gods  running  wild  with  all  of  the 
Pacific  Ocean  for  its  Coney  Island. 

A  “Tehuantepecer,”  as  explained  to  us.  Is  weather  which  works  at  Its 
regular  job  In  the  Caribbean  week  days  and  goes  on  an  “Egg  Charlie” 
in  the  Gulf  of  Tehuantepec  Saturday  nights.  The  “Tehuantepecer” 
reported  its  arrival  in  person  to  Mr.  Hoover  by  dropping  a  couple  of 
tons  of  water  through  the  open  ports  of  his  cabin  at  about  eight  bells, 
politely  selecting  a  moment,  however,  when  neither  Mr.  nor  Mrs. 
Hoover  was  in  the  cabin.  But  the  warning  was  sufficient.  Bo’suns’ 
whistles  began  to  blow  all  over  the  ship,  and  voices  started  talking 
furiously  in  strange  tongues  through  the  ship’s  loud-speaker  system. 
Before  you  could  say  “Jack  Robinson,”  or  whatever  a  sailor  says  when 
he  has  to  go  on  deck  in  a  storm,  the  awning  over  the  quarterdeck  was 
down  and  stowed,  portholes  were  closed,  hatches  battened  down,  and 
Captain  Kimberly  had  taken  personal  charge  on  the  bridge.  As  the 
night  wore  on  the  storm’s  violence  Increased,  the  wind  howled  like  a 
thousand  lost  souls,  and  mountainous  seas  raced  the  Maryland’s  decks  as 
she  bucked  and  tossed.  Mates,  it  was  a  dark  and  stormy  night ! 

Along  about  dawn  things  got  so  bad  a  delegation  of  newspaper  men 
braced  themselves  with  hot  coffee  and  clambered  to  the  bridge.  “Look 
here.  Captain,”  they  said,  “this  looks  pretty  serious.  Don’t  you  think 
you’d  better  heave  ho  or  haul  your  scuppers  or  something?”  The  Cap- 


MR.  HOOVER  TAKES  A  WATCH 
WITH  THE  CAPTAIN 
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tain  looked  them  over  with  a  stony  eye.  “Why,  she’s  only  blowing  a  half 
zephyr,’’  he  replied  as  a  giant  wave  hit  the  bridge  a  hundred  feet  above 
the  deck.  But,  as  it  turned  out,  the  Captain  was  right.  By  noon  the  sea 
was  subsiding  and  the  Maryland’s  life  was  getting  back  to  normal. 
Half  the  correspondents  had  begun  to  think  up  new  names  to  call  George 
Barr  Baker  when  he  couldn’t  make  the  radio  work  and  Lem  Speers  had 
made  his  nineteenth  round  waking  up  everybody  who  was  trying  to  sleep. 


ROUGH  SEAS.  Top — THE  FIRST  MOTOR  BOAT  CRUISE. 
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^mapala-J^’Union . . .  Our  First  'Tort 

Richard  J.  Beamish 


CENTRAL  AMERICA,  land  of  Richard  Harding  Davis 
romances,  setting  for  many  a  tale  of  derring-do  of  bucko  and 
buccaneer,  emerged  like  a  stage  set  cut  from  cardboard  with 
its  volcanic  sharp-angled  backdrop. 

Impromptu  motorboat  races  that  have  featured  every  shoreward  dash 
since  then  commenced  that  morning  with  Amapala  as  the  objective. 
Number  Two,  skillfully  coxed  and  well  engined,  established  the  first  of  a 
long  line  of  supremacies. 

Honduran  blue  and  white  cotton  and  paper  flags  flew  from  the  rig¬ 
ging  of  every  German-owned  fishing  smack  in  the  shallow  bay.  Upon  a 
pavilion  at  the  end  of  a  spindly  pier  a  lusty  band  blared  and  whanged. 

We  stepped  into  our  first  furnace  of  tropical  sunshine  from  the  pavil¬ 
ion’s  shade  and  hurried  dripping  to  the  town.  The  main  stem  of  the 
pilgrimage  divided  at  the  Hotel  Venezia,  one  branch  leading  there,  the 
other  heading  to  the  hidden  treasures  of  the  shops. 

They  remained  hidden.  It  was  a  legal  holiday  in  Amapala  and  the 
only  possible  purchases  were  the  fruits  of  the  squatting  peddlers  and  the 
exhilarating  and  sustaining  wares  of  the  cafes.  We  found  a  few  con¬ 
genial  souls  of  both  sexes  who  had  come  from  the  American  and  British 
colonies  of  the  capital,  Tegucigalpa,  and  some  of  us  made  a  football  of 
Old  Time  with  these  on  the  rickety  piazza  of  the  Venezia.  Others  hur¬ 
ried  from  shade  to  shade  through  killing  sunshine  in  vain  efforts  to  buy 
curios,  postcards,  anything. 

The  boom  of  cannon  brought  everyone  to  the  pier  head.  The  Chief 
and  Mrs.  Hoover  were  arriving.  Natives  in  pink,  saffron  and  baby  blue, 
a  few  wearing  shoes,  some  with  indifferent  Infants  clinging  to  heavy 
shoulders,  raced  with  the  hundred  or  so  whites.  The  next  President  of 
Honduras  was  for  the  moment  in  the  background. 

Shouts  of  “Veevah  Oo-vare”  were  snuffed  out  as  the  band  played  the 
national  anthems.  The  procession  to  the  Municipal  Palace  began. 
Brownie  and  his  lads  getting  several  excellent  shots  of  Ashe  and  a  few 
fleeting  glimpses  of  the  President-elect  behind  the  urbane  Secret  Service 
operative. 

The  first  of  the  good-will  welcomes  was  delivered  In  the  Palace,  mem¬ 
ories  of  which — the  palace,  of  course — will  linger  long  with  those  who 
were  there.  The  Chief  made  the  first  exposition  of  his  neighborly  pur¬ 
pose  and  was  led  with  the  rest  of  his  official  family  to  a  Royal  Amalpan 
Gorge. 
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We  deployed  in  good  order,  and,  after  extended  search,  broke  out  the 
stores  of  two  cafes.  That  meal  was  fish  or  fish  plus  tortillas  plus  Ama- 
pala  sour  cheese  plus  American  beans.  It  prepared  us  for  our  fervent 
farewell  to  beautiful  Amapala. 

L’Union — Lem  Speers  pronounced  It  L’Onion — was  as  difficult  to 
approach  as  a  Mexican  senorita.  No.  2  boat  couldn’t  dock.  Neither 
could  No.  1.  The  barge  bearing  the  Chief’s  party,  under  the  able  han¬ 
dling  of  Commander  Train,  and  with  two  agile  bluejackets  leaping 
ashore  to  take  the  landing  lines  away  from  inefficient  dock-hands,  nego¬ 
tiated  a  bumpy  and  precarious  landing.  A  rip  tide  racing  through  the 
piles  of  the  skeleton  pier  made  most  of  the  trouble.  A  nasty  northeaster 
did  not  help  matters. 

L’Union — what  a  sequence  of  movies  that  name  summons  upon  the 
screen  of  memory ! 

That  wonderful  meal  In  Hotel  Italiano  and  the  incomparable  one 
tendered  to  the  famished  correspondents  in  Hotel  Americano. 

The  ride  on  the  special  cars  with  our  feet  dangling  over  the  sides. 

The  men  selling  enormous  sombreros  of  cheap,  gaudily  colored  straw. 
The  women  selling  tortoise  shell  in  many  forms  and  embroideries  of 
native  design. 

The  dinner  to  the  Chief  in  the  pavilion  near  the  pier  with  a  befeath- 
ered  band  doing  its  stuff  on  the  lawn  under  a  tropic  full  moon  and  a 
Marimba  orchestra  with  a  seven  years  old  prodigy  working  the  drums. 

Dusky  lovers  sitting  or  standing  with  laced  fingers  wondering  why  the 
Gringos  were  making  all  the  fuss. 

Commander  Beauregard’s  anxious  questing  of  the  wind’s  force. 

The  determinations  to  remain  in  L’Union  if  the  take-off  were  to  prove 
as  bad  as  the  landing  had  been. 

Subsidence  of  the  wind  and  the  decision  to  embark  in  the  lee  of  the 
pilings. 

Then  the  sensation  of  the  day — Larry  Sullivan’s  disappearance.  Tom 
Howard  had  been  reclaimed  for  democracy,  but  the  star  of  the  1.  N.  S. 
was  A.W.O.L.  A  special  train  was  chartered  for  the  trip  back  to  town 
to  search  for  him.  It  was  manned  by  keen  explorers  handicapped  by 
aching  dogs.  In  and  out  of  churches,  cafes,  private  homes,  alleys  and 
underbrush  they  searched.  Finally,  they  flushed  their  quarry.  He  was 
walking  hatless  back  to  the  pier. 

“G’way  from  me,”  he  said  indignantly,  when  surrounded.  He  was 
groping  forward  in  the  dense  darkness  and  making  steady  gains. 

“I  was  looking  for  local  color.” 

A  Sullivanic  grin  slit  his  face.  “And  I’m  tellingyou  fish,  I’m  finding  it.” 
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PRESIDENT-ELECT  HOOVER,  PRESIDENT-ELECT  MONCADA  AND 
AMERICAN  MINISTER  EBERHART  AT  CORINTO 
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'B;/ James  L.  West 


QUAINT  village  seaport  where  the  primitive  blended  with  the 
modern  to  a  marked  degree — such  is  Corinto,  Nicaragua,  the 

/  \  third  place  of  call  for  President-elect  Hoover  on  his  epoch- 

I  \.  making  good  will  tour  of  the  other  half  of  America. 

Here,  during  a  typically  flying  visit,  the  Ambassador  of  Friendship 
found  a  transformation  wrought  by  the  United  States  Marines  in  the 
brief  span  of  their  occupation  of  a  republic  long  torn  by  a  blood  feud 
dating  back  for  centuries.  Sanitary  methods  had  replaced  the  squalor 
and  dirt  of  yesteryear,  as  the  future  President  found  in  a  brief  walk  of 
Inspection  through  the  city  streets. 

But  the  sharpest  contrast  was  found  upon  the  long  stretch  of  dark 
sandy  beach  where  the  newest  type  of  amphibian  plane  rested  nearby  a 
native  dugout  of  exactly  the  type  the  Indians  of  the  country  used  in  the 
days  before  the  Spanish  conquests. 

While  the  populace  here  gave  the  President-elect  a  noisy  welcome,  his 
reception  smacked  of  the  military  more  than  at  any  other  place.  From 
the  time  he  set  foot  on  the  pier  until  his  return  to  the  Maryland  two 
hours  later,  he  found  himself  moving  between  lines  of  marine  guards, 
who  gave  him  the  usual  salute,  with  the  flourishes  for  the  commander-in¬ 
chief,  both  for  welcome  and  good-bye. 

That  brief  visit  may  have  a  momentous  effect  upon  the  future  rela¬ 
tions  between  the  United  States  and  Nicaragua.  It  served  to  bring 
together,  in  at  least  ostensibly  amicable  discussion,  the  leaders  of  the 
rival  forces — Conservatives  and  Liberals.  They  pledged  a  truce — Presi¬ 
dent-elect  Moncada  for  the  Liberals,  and  President  Diaz  and  former 
President  Chamorro  for  the  Conservatives. 

For  his  part.  General  Moncada  promised  no  reprisals  against  his 
enemies;  for  their  part.  President  Diaz  and  Senor  Chamorro  agreed  to 
give  the  Liberals  their  chance  to  carry  on  a  peaceful  administration. 
They  expressed  certainty,  however,  that  the  country  would  quickly  tire 
of  Liberal  rule. 

From  the  Marines  of  the  Maryland,  who  helped  to  conduct  the 
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recent  elections,  members  of  the  Hoover  party  obtained  information 
which  indicated  that  Nicaragua  is  far  from  the  dawn  of  permanent 
peace  within  its  borders.  During  their  weeks  of  living  with  the  natives, 
the  Soldiers  of  the  Sea  learned  that  the  demarcation  point  between  a 
Liberal  and  a  Conservative  began  with  birth  and  could  end  only  with 
death — a  blood  feud  of  centuries  standing. 

Whether  the  leaders  at  Managua  can  maintain  peace  is  for  the  future 
to  determine.  But  they  tacitly  expressed  their  own  doubts  when  they 
suggested  to  President-elect  Hoover  that  the  Marines  remain  in  Nicara¬ 
gua  for  at  least  two  years,  until  the  constabulary  can  be  recruited  to  full 
strength,  and  that  they  return  to  supervise  elections  four  years  hence. 


MANNING  THE  RAIL.  Top — MR.  HOOVER  LEAVES  FOR  CORINTO. 
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Qrape  Juice  and  Art  in  San  Jose^ 

'By  Thomas  L.  Stokes 

T  was  in  San  Jose,  the  first  capital  visited  in  our  Latin-American  tour 
and  the  largest  city  thus  far  encountered,  that  we  got  the  first  taste  of 
American  grape  juice  in  many  years.  Costa  Rica  likewise  was  the 
first  Central  American  country  to  see  President-elect  Hoover’s  high 
silk  hat. 

The  grape  juice  was  discovered  at  the  elaborate  luncheon  in  Costa 
Rica’s  magnificent  National  Theater  at  San  Jose,  which  is  a  later  part 
of  the  story.  The  silk  hat  appeared  when  the  President-elect  and  his 
party  landed  at  Puntarenas,  where  the  story  naturally  begins. 

The  landing,  as  usual  in  what  some  have  called  a  motor-boat  tour  of 
Latin-America,  was  made  in  the  motorboats  of  the  Maryland.  Our 
approach  to  the  dock,  where  native  crowds  stood  peering  curiously  at 
their  American  visitors,  revealed  an  ancient  gangway  with  a  water- 
bitten,  slippery  appearance  that  recalled  our  last  shaky  landing  at 
L’Union,  but  it  proved  firm  enough,  and  we  bounded  up  the  steps  to 
run  into  the  arms  of  American  Minister  Roy  T.  Davis  and  a  genial, 
hospitable-looking  group  of  native  officials  and  townsfolk  gathered  in 
the  dock  shed.  At  the  other  end,  and  to  the  sides,  there  stood,  quietly, 
hundreds  of  the  city’s  inhabitants. 

The  press  association  men,  the  “first  to  write”  and  who  can  describe 
the  interior  of  cable  offices  much  better  than  the  local  terrain,  dashed 
away,  as  a  small  gun  nearby  barked  back  a  friendly  salute  to  the  sixteen- 
inches  of  the  Maryland,  to  picture  in  compact  cablese  the  cordial  recep¬ 
tion  of  the  President-elect,  and  saw  only  that  the  little  town  was  the 
typical  tropical  town  encountered — low  houses,  an  abundance  of  tall 
palms,  manzanillos  and  matalpas  which  afforded  a  beneficent  shade  in 
which  the  natives  lounged  on  wooden  benches  in  the  streets.  The  Amer¬ 
ican  visitors  found  it  very  warm. 

Back  they  dashed  to  the  special  train  just  as  it  moved  out  slowly  for 
San  Jose.  President-elect  Hoover  rode  in  the  Presidential  coach,  in 
which  hitherto  only  the  President  of  Costa  Rica  had  ridden.  The  gov¬ 
ernment  railroad  skirted  the  glittering  blue  waters  of  the  Gulf  of 
Nicoya,  with  the  Maryland  riding  at  anchor  in  the  distance,  then 
through  tropical  lowlands  thick  with  banana  and  cocoanut  trees,  papa¬ 
yas,  mahogany,  cedar  and  tropical  oaks,  to  the  foothills  where  coffee 
plantations  stretched  away  on  all  sides,  and  then  up  into  the  mountains. 
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It  was  this  genial  hospitality  which  made  the  brief  visit  so  delightful. 
It  was  apparent  everywhere  among  the  crowds  which  followed  the 
President-elect  about,  from  the  embassy  to  the  “Casa  Amarilla” — the 
Carnegie  peace  palace  now  transformed  into  government  headquarters 
— where  Mr.  Hoover  was  cordially  greeted  by  officials  and  saw  in  one 
room  a  picture  of  George  Washington — and  from  there  to  the  beautiful 
National  Theater,  where  he  lunched  with  President  Gonzalez  Viquez 


Here  magnificent  vistas  stretched  away  on  either  side,  hazy  mountains 
across  precipitous  ravines.  The  train  rumbled  over  high  bridges  with 
the  yawning  gorges  of  the  Rio  Grande  River  far  below. 

At  several  short  stops,  the  natives  crowded  about  the  train  to  see  the 
American  visitors. 

President-elect  Hoover  was  welcomed  by  a  large  crowd  at  San  Jose 
and  walked  up  the  dusty  cobble-stoned  streets  about  half  a  mile  to  the 
American  Legation  at  the  head  of  a  procession  of  townsfolk.  In  which 
were  hundreds  of  children  who  waved  enthusiastically  with  tiny  Costa 
Rican  flags.  Mr.  Hoover  paused  for  a  moment  on  the  balcony  at  the 
top  of  the  steps  to  the  Legation  and  waved  his  hat  to  the  colorful  crowd 
below,  which  responded  eagerly. 
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HOOVERS 
LOOKING  ON 


and  Costa  Rican  officials  in  a  gorgeous  setting  as  Costa  Rica’s  citizens 
looked  on  from  boxes  and  galleries.  The  wine  glasses  contained  grape 
juice  and  the  toast  was  in  water. 

In  an  upstairs  room  President-elect  Hoover  had  previously  seen  a 
colorful  display  of  Costa  Rica’s  national  art.  In  a  group  of  caricatures, 
he  saw  himself  and  the  American  political  scene  through  Costa  Rican 
eyes — a  caricature  of  himself,  tie  colored  with  the  red,  white  and  blue, 
and  below  a  tiny  picture  of  A1  Smith,  on  a  donkey,  fleeing  from  a  bellig¬ 
erent  elephant.  He  smiled  as  he  saw  this,  observing  to  President  Gon¬ 
zalez,  who  accompanied  him : 

“It  looks  like  American  politics.” 

Costa  Rica’s  charms,  and  they  were  many,  were  described  to  the 
world  fulsomely,  for  the  first  direct  cable  communication  was  found  at 
San  Jose.  Hitherto  press  dispatches  had  moved  over  government  land 
lines  to  central  cable  offices. 

Among  the  charms,  naturally,  were  dark-eyed  senoritas. 

One  young  member  of  the  party,  who  confessed  he  was  popular 
among  the  beauties,  remarked  as  the  motorboat  carried  us  back  to  the 
Maryland  that  night  that  several  of  the  charmers  who  had  seen  him  off 
at  Puntarenas  could  not  live  without  him,  and  probably  would  throw 
themselves  into  the  waters  of 
the  bay,  now  appearing  dark 
and  forbidding. 

But  no  sound  of  doleful 
splashing  came  to  our  ears 
across  the  water. 
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Crossing  the  Jjntj 

'By  Will  Irwin 


F' 


‘OR  once,  Thanksgiving  was  not  the 
big  day  of  November  aboard  ship. 
For  on  Friday,  November  thirtieth. 
Black  Friday  for  landlubbers  and 
pollywogs,  Neptune  was  to  board  the  U.  S. 
Battleship  Maryland,  welcome  his  old 
mates  the  shellbacks,  and  do  his  immemorial 
justice  on  pollywogs.  We  were  not  permitted 
to  forget.  Even  before  the  Maryland 
pulled  out  of  Puntarenas  for  Guayaquil, 
menacing  messages  from  the  mystic  world  below  our  keel  were  appear¬ 
ing  on  the  bulletin  boards.  Here  are  samples  of  these  threatening  docu¬ 
ments  : 


DAVY  JONES  ENTERS 


from:  Long  John  Silver  date  23  Nov.  1928. 

to:  All  Trusty  Shellbacks  of  the  U.S.S.  Maryland. 
heading:  Narc  V  Rex  Nr  1.  Z  Narc  Shell  Backs  V.  LJS  (Prior¬ 
ity)  Gr  9A  Bt 

0023  IT  BEHOOVES  ME  TO  REMIND  YOU  COMMA  AS  LOYAL 
SUBJECTS  OF  OUR  MIGHTY  SOVEREIGN  COMMA  THAT  IT  HAS 
COME  TO  THE  EARS  OF  HIS  ROYAL  MAJESTY  THAT  CERTAIN 
MEMBERS  OF  THE  CREW  OF  THE  USS  MARYLAND  HAVE  MADE 
IRREVERENT  AND  SCANDALOUS  REMARKS  CONCERNING  THE 
ROYAL  PERSON  AND  OUR  SACRED  HIGH  ORDER  PERIOD  THERE¬ 
FORE  COMMA  I  BID  YOU  IN  HIS  NAME  MARK  THE  OFFENDERS 
WELL  THAT  ON  THE  DAY  OF  RECKONING  COMMA  SHORTLY  TO 
COME  COMMA  THEY  SHALL  BE  METED  OUT  THEIR  JUST 
DESERTS  WITH  THE  SWIFT  AND  TERRIBLE  VENGEANCE  OF  THE 
DEEP  PERIOD  1400 

TOR  1430  MY  1313-KCS. 


FROM  :  Long  John  Silver.  date  25  Nov.  1928. 

to:  All  Trusty  Shellbacks  of  the  U.S.S.  Maryland. 
heading:  Narc  V  Rex  Nr  1.  Z  Narc  Shell  Back  V  LJS  (Rush- 
Urgent)  Gr  72  Bt. 

0025  IT  HAS  COME  TO  THE  ATTENTION  OF  HIS  ROYAL  HIGH¬ 
NESS  THAT  CERTAIN  LANDLUBBERS  COMMA  AND  IN  PARTIC¬ 
ULAR  CERTAIN  LIEUT  COMDRS  OF  THE  SUPPLY  CORPS  AND  A 
LIEUT  COMDR  OFTHE  CHAPLAIN  CORPS  COMMA  HAVE  BEEN  IN¬ 
SUBORDINATE  PERIOD  IT  SHOULD  NOT  BE  NECESSARY  TO 
CALL  YOUR  ATTENTION  TO  THE  FACT  THAT  SUCH  CONDUCT 
WILL  NOT  BE  TOLERATED  OR  TO  REMIND  YOU  THAT  THE 
FULL  PENALTY  MUST  BE  EXACTED  IN  EACH  CASE  1430 
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from:  Long  John  Silver.  DATE  26  Nov.  1928 

TO:  All  Shellbacks  II.S.S.  Maryland 

heading:  Narc  V  Rex  Z  Narc  Shell  Backs  V  LIS  {Priority)  Gr 
124  via  Submarine  Oscillator. 


0026  INFORMATION  HAS  REACHED  OUR  EARS  THAT  A  CERTAIN 
ENSIGN  AND  A  CHIEF  MACHINIST  HAVE  OF  LATE  REPEATEDLY 
INSULTED  OUR  ROYAL  PERSON  AND  THE  ROYAL  COURT  AND 
ARE  EVEN  NOW  CONSIDERING  TO  ORGANIZE  A  MUTINY 
AGAINST  US  WITH  A  VIEW  TO  EVADING  THE  CUSTOMARY 
FORMALITIES  INCIDENT  TO  ENTERING  OUR  ROYAL  DOMAIN 
PARAGRAPH  WE  THEREFORE  NOW  GIVE  DUE  AND  TIMELY 
WARNING  TO  THE  ABOVE  MENTIONED  LANDLUBBERS  THAT  A 
CONTINUATION  OF  THE  AFOREMENTIONED  AFFAIRS  WILL 
NECESSITATE  THE  ISSUE  OF  A  ROYAL  DECREE  OF  ARREST  FOR 
THE  INDIVIDUALSTWENTYFOUR  HOURS  BEFOREYOUR  VESSEL 
REACHES  OUR  ROYAL  DOMAIN  PARAGRAPH  IT  IS  FURTHER 
NOTICED  THAT  THIS  CHIEF  MACHINIST  HAS  EVADED  MY  DO¬ 
MAIN  DURING  HIS  ENTIRE  PERIOD  OF  SEVENTEEN  YEARS 
DURING  WHICH  TIME  HE  HAS  NEVER  BEEN  OFF  SOUNDINGS 
1920 

XO  1800  26TH 


Simultaneous,  Neptune’s  spies  came  among  us,  asking  prying  ques¬ 
tions  as  to  our  maritime  records.  Those  who  confessed  their  pollywog- 
gery  were  tagged  for  subpoenas  at  once.  Those  who  denied  it  must 
present  proofs.  And  if  you  lied  to  Neptune,  his  subpoena  servers  gave 
you  to  understand,  the  punishment  would  be  dreadful  and  drastic. 

The  real  show  began  just  before  turkey  and  fixings  on  Thanks¬ 
giving  day,  with  the  visit  of  Davy  Jones  as  Royal  Herald.  Mr.  Hoover, 
Mrs.  Hoover,  Ambassador  Fletcher  and  Miss  Fesler,  appearing  on 
deck,  found  crew  and  officers  lined  up  in  tropical  uniforms.  I  hope  some 
of  the  cinema  men  made  a  panorama  of  that  scene — every  inch  of  the 
quarterdeck  and  every  surface  of  the  after  turret  draped  in  white  with 
the  luminescent  mists  of  a  cloudy  equatorial  day  for  a  background.  A 
fanfare  of  trumpets  from  the  forecastle  signalled  that  Davy  Jones  had 
crawled  up  the  hawsepipe  and  come  aboard. 

He  strode  from  the  forecastle  down  to  the  quarterdeck,  escorted 
by  two  judges  in  black  robes  and  white  wigs.  Davy  Jones  was  dressed  as 
a  gentleman  buccaneer  of  the  18th  century  in  a  long  red  frogged  frock 
coat,  a  cocked  hat  and  a  cutlass.  They  must  have  excellent  acting  down 

below,  for  Davy  gave  a  beautiful  impersonation  of  a  gentleman  rascal _ 

hardboiled  but  courtly,  murderous  but  always  likeable.  Taking  his 
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Stand  on  the  skylight,  he  removed  his  cocked  hat  and  tucked  it  under 
his  arm  as  he  addressed  the  distinguished  guests  of  honor  and  the  ship’s 
company  as  follows : 

To  Captain,  Officers,  Men  and  Guests  of  the  Maryland 

Again  I  welcome  this  best  ship  of  the  best  navy  into  the  Great  Realm  of 
His  Majesty  Neptunus  Rex,  Emperor  of  the  Sea  Caves,  Lord  of  the  East  Wind, 
the  South  Wind  and  the  North,  Protector  of  Mermaids  and  Mermen,  Exalted 
Ruler  of  the  Raging  Main.  We  have  welcomed  you  before,  and  no  ship  that 
ever  plowed  this  ocean  since  the  first  rude  savage  set  forth  in  his  proa  has 
given  His  Majesty  more  pride  and  satisfaction. 

On  this  voyage  you  carry  a  guest  whom  His  Majesty  has  numbered  for 
thirty  years  among  our  faithful  shellbacks.  Fourteen  times  has  he  entered  the 
royal  domain:  and  this  fifteenth  time  he  comes  as  one  soon  to  be  exalted  by  the 
people  of  the  land  and  sea  to  the  highest  position  among  mortals.  Shellback 
Hoover,  His  Majesty  felicitates  you  as  a  potentate  almost  equal  to  himself, 
and  bids  you  welcome. 

Also  His  Majesty’s  Exalted  Consort,  Queen  Amphitrite,  deigns  to  wel¬ 
come  that  gracious  lady  who  herself  has  ventured  so  often  and  so  gallantly 
into  His  Majesty’s  domain.  All  gentle  breezes  which  have  caressed  this  ship 
since  she  put  to  sea,  all  graceful  birds  that  have  careened  before  her  bow, 
were  but  Her  Majesty’s  greetings  to  this  favored  subject.  Forgive,  lady, 
these  blunt  words  of  an  old  sailor. 

His  Majesty  made  last  week  a  test  of  your  good  craft  to  discover  if 
she  still  deserved  his  supreme  admiration.  In  his  royal  rank  as  Lord  of  the 
North  Wind  he  caused  a  Tehauntepecer  to  blow  upon  her.  From  his  myr¬ 
midons  the  dolphins  he  learned  how  gallantly  your  crew  bore  itself  and  also 
how  this  manifestation  of  the  royal  might  struck  terror  to  those  landlubbers 
with  whom,  unfortunately,  you  come  infested.  Well  might  they  tremble. 

They  have  other  and  greater  perils  to  face  before  they  stand  worthy  to  be 
numbered  among  His  Majesty’s  seasoned  subjects. 

Therefore  His  Majesty,  in  such  pomp  and  splendor  as  he  "never  assumed 
before,  will  visit  your  honored  decks  at  eight  bells  tomorrow.  Captain  Kim¬ 
berly  and  you,  the  loyal  shellbacks  of  this  happy  ship,  know  how  to  give 
him  hearty  welcome. 

As  for  you,  cringing  landlubbers,  belay  me,  keel-haul  me,  if  ever  I  saw 
such  an  ill-favored  crew  since  those  hardy  shellbacks  Frankie  Drake  and 
Billie  Balboa  first  sailed  these  waters.  As  apparator  of  His  Majesty  Nep¬ 
tunus  Rex,  I  inspect  all  ships  which  enter  his  domain;  and  I  have  seen  the 
quality  of  the  landlubbers  getting  worse  year  by  year.  You  are  the  worst  yet. 

Bow  your  heads  and  listen  to  me,  you  surly  scum  of  the  pasture  lots.  If  torhor- 
row  you  so  much  as  hold  a  disrespectful  thought  toward  Her  Majesty  Queen 
Amphitrite,  if  you  cast  one  slur  upon  the  personal  appearance  of  our  serene 
heir  apparent  the  royal  baby  Blahnipplej  if  you  attempt  to  flirt  with  the  mer¬ 
maids  of  honor,  His  Majesty  will  visit  upon  you  his  special  displeasure. 

And  you  will  find  his  ordinary  displeasure  dreadful  enough. 

So  Captain  Kimberly,  old  salt,  here’s  a  sailor’s  hand.  Heave  to  and  I’ll 
cast  my  beacon. 

Until  tomorrow,  Yo  Ho  Ho  and  a  barrel  of  rum! 
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When  Davy  Jones  finished,  the  ship,  nominally  at  least,  belonged 
to  the  crew.  Though  to  all  outward  appearance  she  navigated  as  usual, 
pandemonium  broke  out  on  the  decks  and  in  the  forecastle.  Davy  Jones’ 
blackface  police,  carrying  stuffed  clubs  and  dressed  in  trick  uniforms, 
rushed  around  the  ship  making  spectacular  arrests.  Lieutenant  Com¬ 
mander  Copp,  Paymaster,  was  pinched  promptly  and  violently.  Where- 
ever  I  went  that  afternoon,  someone  seemed  to  be  mauling  Copp.  Allan 
Hoover  and  Richard  Beamish  came  in  for  special  attention.  Allan 
Hoover  might  have  qualified  for  a  soft-shelled  shellback,  for  he  crossed 
the  line  when  he  was  less  than  six  months  old.  But  he  had  never  been 
really  initiated.  In  two  minutes  he  was  locked  in  the  stocks  and  splashed 
with  graphite.  Commander  Copp  ended  in  the  ship’s  brig  with  four  En¬ 
signs,  sentenced  to  bread  and  water.  The  jailers  poured  the  water  over 
the  heads  of  the  prisoners  and  when  they  reached  for  the  bread,  beat 
their  hands  with  stuffed  clubs.  Now  it  happened  that  the  Commander 
had  an  important  Thanksgiving  dinner  engagement  in  the  Admiral’s 
quarters  aft.  There  ensued  this  most  courtly  correspondence  : 

UNITED  STATES  FLEET,  BATTLE  FLEET 
BATTLESHIP  DIVISION  FIVE 
U.  S.  S.  MARYLAND 

TWO  BELLS 
NOVEMBER  29,  1928. 

Honorable  David  Jones 

Still  Aboard  the  S.  S.  Maryland 

Your  Excellency: 

It  is  my  understanding  that  Your  Excellency  has  under  his  control 
Lieutenant  Commander  Copp  charged  with  most  serious  crimes  and  misde¬ 
meanors.  I  am  greatly  disturbed  at  the  situation  which  has  developed  for 
he  has  very  important  official  duties  to  perform  as  he  had  already  been 
issued  a  subpoena  to  appear  before  another  court  at  five-thirty  this  evening. 

Of  course  it  is  not  my  wish  to  interfere  with  the  processes  of  justice,  which 
I  understand  could  be  amply  complied  with  after  nine-thirty  tonight.  I  crave 
Your  Excellency  to  cause  him  to  be  released  in  the  custody  of  the  Chaplain 
during  this  short  period.  I  hereby  engage  myself  that  he  will  appear  in  due 
course  before  the  High  Court  of  King  Neptune  at  the  hour  Your  Excellency 
may  indicate  to  stand  his  trial. 

I  take  this  opportunity  to  assure  Your  Excellency  of  my  highest  and 
most  distinguished  consideration. 
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DAVY  JONES  LOCKER 
EQUATORIAL  DOMAIN 
Three  Bells, 

November  29,  1928. 

Most  Honored  Subject: 

You  have  made  a  request  without  precedent  in  the  annals  of  the  sea. 
Never  before  has  one  of  his  subjects  dared  to  ask  of  Neptunus  Rex  on  be¬ 
half  of  a  shrinking  landlubber  either  mercy  or  mitigation  of  justice. 

It  happens,  however,  that  His  Majesty  has  been  seeking  for  some  time 
a  special  boon  with  which  to  honor  a  subject  so  gracious  and  eminent.  This 
is  that  boon.  Lieutenant  Commander  Copp  is  not  released  in  custody  of  the 
Chaplain,  but  delivered  over  to  you  to  do  your  will  with  him. 

Be  it  so  decreed: 

Given  under  my  royal  seal  this  29th  day  of  November,  1928. 


Mrs.  Herbert  Hoover, 
S.  S.  Maryland. 


NEPTUNUS  REX. 


Meantime,  the  pandemonium  kept  up  on  the  decks  and  in  the  fore¬ 
castle.  There  were  800  pollywogs  aboard,  and  only  300  odd  shellbacks 
to  serve  subpoenas  and  police  them.  The  pollywogs  turned  out  to  be  a 
rebellious  and  mutinous  crew.  They  tried  to  evade  subpoena.  One 
crawled  on  to  a  boom  and  defied  arrest.  A  policeman  slid  down  it  from 
above  and  another  shinnied  up  from  below.  By  fire  of  stuffed  clubs  fore 
and  aft,  they  forced  him  to  drop  to  the  deck.  A  whole  school  of  polly¬ 
wogs  climbed  the  mainmast — if  it  is  the  mainmast — to  the  crow’s  nest — 
providing  it’s  still  called  the  crow’s  nest.  There  they  crawled  in  and 
pulled  the  lid  down.  When  the  sudden  equatorial  darkness  fell,  the 
police  were  still  hanging  to  that  dizzy  structure  pounding  steel,  and 
daring  these  landlubbers  to  come  out  and  take  their  medicine  like  men. 
All  night  long  there  came  from  forward  the  sounds  of  thudding  clubs, 
falling  hammocks,  scramblings,  bellows,  wild  laughter  and  struggles. 

At  nine  o’clock  next  morning,  with  fanfares,  with  eight  side-boys, 
with  the  eerie  piping  of  the  boatswain’s  whistle.  King  Neptune  came 
aboard.  My  pen  would  melt  should  I  try  to  describe  the  pomp  and  glory 
of  his  court.  I  did  not  know  whether  most  to  admire  Amphitrite,  all  in 
regal  sea-green  with  seaweed  hair,  or  the  190-pound  royal  baby  who 
could  use  a  sixteen-inch  shell  for  a  rattle,  or  the  daintily  and  scantily  clad 
Royal  Flapper,  or  the  Royal  Doctor  in  his  tall  hat  adorned  with  skull 
and  crossbones,  or  the  Royal  Chaplain.  Behind  them  marched  the  band 
playing  the  dead  march  before  two  coffins — full.  Beneath  the  mixture 
of  graphite  and  shellac  which  splashed  the  corpses,  I  seemed  to  recog¬ 
nize  the  faces  of  Lieutenant  Commander  Hall  and  Ensign  Armstrong. 
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Here  came  a  unique  touch.  Four  of  the  correspondents  had  brought 
aboard  top  hats  and  frock  coats.  It  was  discovered  on  them;  and  ar¬ 
rayed  in  this  regalia  they  were  forced  to  act  as  Royal  Honorary  Pall¬ 
bearers. 

King  Neptune  paused  majestically  before  Captain  Kimberly,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Hoover  and  Ambassador  Fletcher,  and  delivered,  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  reflect  great  credit  on  Number  Three  Turret,  his  speech 
from  the  throne.  They  are  all  good  actors  in  his  realm !  And  here,  by 
special  permission  of  His  Majesty,  is  his  speech  from  the  throne : 


NEPTUNE’S  ADDRESS 

Belay  me,  Captain  Kimberly,  but  I  am  glad  to  see  you  and  the  Maryland 
again.  Where’s  that  subject  of  ours  who  is  going  to  be  Commander-in-Chief 
of  the  American  Nav}'?  Shellback  Hoover,  here’s  the  hand  of  a  tough  old  tar. 
Back  again,  eh?  Can’t  keep  away  eh?  That’s  the  spirit!  Well,  well,  you  may 
command  the  ships.  Shellback  Hoover,  but  we  sails  them,  eh.  Captain? 

Where’s  your  lady.  Shellback  Hoover?  Amphitrite,  get  up  and  curtsey 
pretty  to  the  lady.  Skipper,  since  I  welcomed  Queen  Kahulahula  of  Hawaii  to 
this  domain  in  the  year  1170  B.  C.  I’ve  been  piped  aboard  for  many  a  queen 
and  empress,  but  so  strike  me,  never  before  has  Amphitrite  felt  obliged  to 
throw  a  curtsy.  Do  it  again,  Amphitrite,  and  do  it  better. 

Captain,  when  I  learned  that  my  favorite  ship  and  favorite  mariner 
were  approaching  my  domain,  I  prepared  for  you  a  test.  By  the  might  of  my 
royal  trident  I  summoned  a  gale.  Right  worthily  you  rode  it,  observing  all 
traditions  of  the  sea.  You’re  every  fathom  a  sailor.  Captain.  On  the  arches  of 
my  coral  caves  I  have  caused  to  be  inscribed  for  fifty  centuries  long  the  names 
of  such  ships  as  have  made  by  these  rites  a  worthy  obeisance  to  my  royal  power. 
There  will  you  find  the  strange  titles  of  Samoan  proa,  Phoenician  trader, 
Roman  trireme.  Viking  sea-hawk,  Venetian  caravel,  Spanish  galleon,  French 
pinnace,  British  ship-of-the-line  and  Yankee  clipper.  The  crest  of  the  high¬ 
est  arch  I  have  left  blank,  waiting  a  worthy  claimant.  That  space  shall  now 
be  filled,  for  so  long  as  the  sea  lasts,  I  can  never  have  a  better.  Merry  mermen 
and  mermaids  of  honor,  side-boys  and  apparators,  see  that  you  inscribe  thereon 
the  name  of  the  U.  S.  Battleship  Maryland,  Captain  Kimberly  commanding. 
It  is  my  royal  will. 

These  are  your  landlubbers,  are  they.  Captain? A  sorry  lot,  but  I’m  here 
to  make  men  of  ’em.  Get  your  sea  legs,  you  land  dogs,  and  approach  me! 
If  you  pass  our  tests,  you  will  soon  be  initiated  by  our  mystic  rites  into  our 
Order  of  Sturdy  Shellbacks  and  Worthy  Mariners.  Approach,  and  pledge 
yourself  to  be  loyal  men  and  to  keep,  even  as  our  faithful  shellbacks  of  this 
crew  have  kept,  the  traditions  of  our  realm  and  of  your  Great  Republic. 

Captain  Kimberly,  stand  by.  I  am  ready  to  assume  command  of  your 
ship.  You  will  maintain  your  course  and  speed  unless  otherwise  ordered 
by  my  navigator.  You  will  assist  me  in  inspecting  this  unparalleled  crew,  and 
you  and  your  officers  will  join  my  court  while  I  do  justice. 
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Then  the  royal  party,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hoover  and  Captain 
Kimberly,  proceeded  in  state  to  the  platform  forward  where  Neptune 
sat  in  judgment.  Beside  it  yawned  the  fatal  tank.  This  had  kept  the 
ship’s  carpenter  very  busy;  for  the  night  before  some  presumptuous 
pollywog  had  dodged  the  guards  and  cut  a  hole  in  the  bottom.  There 
was  a  dramatic  interruption  at  this  point.  The  pollywogs  organized  a 
mutiny.  But  the  policemen  proved  that  three  shellbacks  are  better  than 
eight  landlubbers,  by  quelling  it  in  a  furious  battle.  Judgment,  and  exe¬ 
cution  of  judgment,  began  at  once.  One  by  one  the  landlubbers  passed 
the  court  to  hear  the  dreadful  sentence  expressed  in  those  majestic  words, 
“Give  him  the  works.”  The  culprit  went  first  onto  the  table  where  the 
Royal  Surgeon  operated  with  a  knife  attached  to  a  very  live  electric  bat¬ 
tery.  When  he  opened  his  mouth  to  squeal  the  Royal  Physician  poured 
in  a  mixture  of  soap,  castor  oil  and  ipecac.  Then  the  Royal  Barber  sat 
him  down  in  the  chair,  which  tipped  instantly  backward  and  gave  him  a 
somersault  into  the  tank.  There,  a  dozen  painted  “Bears”  doused  him 
again  and  again.  Released,  he  had  to  climb  out  as  best  he  might.  His 
clothes  being  wet,  that  took  some  management;  and  meantime  two  exe¬ 
cutioners  acceleratedhis 
motions  with  paddles 
made  from  flat  boards. 

Finally  he  ran  a  gaunt¬ 
let  of  stuffed  clubs,  and 
emerged  a  shellback  at 
last. 

By  that  time  he  did¬ 
n’t  care  much  what  he 
was. 

PRISONERS  AT  THE  BAR 
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Top  left — MUTINY.  Top  right — gaudy  landlubbers. 

Center  left — pollywog  akerson  goes  on  the  table.  Center  right — anticipation. 

Lower  left — sea  lawyers.  Lower  right— SMm  crabs. 


4^ 


'President  Hoover’s  Good  Will  C'^lte 


Top  left — AWAITING  THE  VICTIM.  Top  right — KISS  THE  PRETTY  baby’s  TOES.  Center — KING 
NEPTUNE  HOLDS  COURT.  Lovjer  left — LANDLUBBER  ALLAN  HOOVER  TAKES  THE  STAND. 

Levjer  right — submarine  osteopathy. 
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Toplejt — SPLASH.  Topright  —  almost  a  shellback.  Center  left — the  royal 
SHAVE.  Center  right — hold  your  breath!  Louver  left  —  the  royal  court. 

Louver  right — wh  ANG-0  ! 
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(Guayaquil’s  Open-Air  C^fes 

"By  Edward  Price  Bell 

Quite  a  llttle  Paris,  in  one  respect,  is  Guayaquil,  Ecuador, 
k  sprawling  orientally  for  two  miles  along  the  right  bank  of 
I  the  Guayas  river,  thirty-five  miles  up  from  the  inner  shore 
of  the  Gulf  of  Guayaquil. 

y  \  refer  to  the  town’s  open-air  cafes. 

Given  fine  weather,  what  is  more  delectable  than  such  places  any¬ 
where?  In  all  parts  of  the  world,  they  are  much  alike,  their  ascendant 
note  that  of  camaraderie.  You  may  not  speak  to  your  neighbor — or  you 
may.  At  any  rate,  you  know  he  is  there,  and  you  know  he  is  like  you. 
He  is  drinking  something.  He  is  musing.  He  is  not  in  a  hurry.  Vividly 
or  vaguely,  the  passing  show  is  registering  on  his  mind,  and  actively  or 
passively  he  is  a  philosopher. 

My  Guayaquil,  as  the  French  Mecca  would  not  be  the  same  without 
its  sidewalk  cafes,  so  you  would  not  be  the  same  without  your  arcaded 
or  awninged  rendezvous  of  the  open  air.  Your  vermouth  is  good.  Your 
whiskies  and  sodas  have  sparkle  and  kick.  Your  beer  is  clean  and  light 
and  cold — the  malt  champagne  of  the  equatorial  world. 

And  all  Guayaquil  revolves  round  you  ! 
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U.  S.  S.  CLEVELAND.  WATERFRONT  OF  GUAYAQUIL. 

It  was  a  beautiful  day  and  a  beautiful  night — that  day  and  night  in 
Guayaquil.  We  kept  the  faith  of  the  Good  Will  Mission  there,  and 
nowhere  more  loyally  or  fervidly  than  on  the  sidewalks,  at  the  busy 
tables,  among  the  clinking  glasses,  with  the  old  and  the  young,  the  plain 
and  the  fair,  of  the  historic  city  of  forgotten  plague  crowding  to  our 
very  elbows. 

Blue  and  pink  and  yellow  and  gray,  you  delight  us  still,  Guayaquil. 
The  bands  I  do  not  hear  any  more,  nor  the  speeches — though  they  were 
good  speeches,  I  daresay.  The  scarlet  and  gold  and  white  of  the  uni¬ 
forms  are  fading  from  my  mind.  But  I  see  the  city  on  the  Guayas  and 
remember  its  hospitality.  I  hear  the  music  of  glasses,  and  look  into 
smiling  faces,  and  am  conscious  of  the  ebb  and  flow  of  a  fascinating 
street  life,  dark-complexioned,  flashing-eyed,  frankly-curious. 

Not  on  the  market  are  my  memory-echoes  of  the  open-air  cafes  of 
Guayaquil ! 
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MRS.  HOOVER  WELCOMED  AT  CALLAO  BY  SENORA  DE  GRANA 
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The  Retreat  from  (^uayaquil 

Robert  McManus 

IT  all  began  near  a  tray  in  Ecuador. 

The  tray  was  near  a  gentleman  with  red  hair.  The  gentleman  with 
red  hair  was  near  me.  Both  of  us  were  near  a  number  of  distinguished 
Ecuadoreans,  who  were  going  through  the  intricate  gyrations  of  the 
tango  on  the  ballroom  floor  of  the  Metropolitan  Club  in  Guayaquil. 

We  reached  toward  the  tray  simultaneously.  Our  hands  met. 

“Are  you  an  Englishman?”  I  asked,  by  way  of  apology. 

“No,”  he  says,  “I’m  an  Irishman.” 

“So  am  I,”  says  I,  “by  genealogy  and  inclination.” 

We  embraced. 

“This  is  a  wonderful  country,”  says  I.  “I’m  down  here  with  Mr. 
Hoover  spreading  good  will.” 

“Quite,”  says  he,  coming  right  back  at  me. 

We  reached  toward  the  tray  simultaneously.  Time  passed. 

“Let’s  sit  down  here  a  while,”  says  he. 

“You  can  search  me,”  I  replied. 

“Life  is  a  funny  proposition,”  he  remarked.  So  we  sat  down.  We 
reached  toward  the  tray  simultaneously.  Time  passed. 

Suddenly  the  sun  was  streaming  in.  A  gun  was  booming  over  the 
water.  Somebody  was  shaking  my  arm. 

“The  Cleveland  is  getting  ready  to  leave,”  said  a  voice. 

“The  Cleveland,  eh?”  said  I  coolly,  reaching  for  a  pillow.  But  the 
waiters  were  too  many  for  me.  I  was  flying  down  the  waterfront,  with 
one  at  each  arm.  Into  a  native  boat  and  out  to  the  Cleveland  just  as  the 
last  gun  ceased. 

Dressed  in  my  faultless  evening  clothes,  I  climbed  the  gangplank  and 
laid  a  foot  proudly  on  the  deck. 

“The  showers  are  two  decks  below,”  said  George  Akerson.  “It’s  all 
right,  captain.  McManus  is  aboard.” 
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Qallao-Lima 

Hy  William  Philip  Simms 

PERU  .  .  .  loftiest  peaks  of  the  Andes  .  .  .  land  of  the  Incas 
whose  millions  the  nervy  Plzarro  subdued  with  less  than  five 
hundred  men.  .  .  . 

“Peru  ...  an  American  country  which  had  a  civilization 
that  was  apparently  decadent  when  Columbus  first  hove  in  sight  of 
Hispaniola  .  .  .  and  perhaps  still  another  civilization  before  that.  .  .  . 

“Peru  .  .  .  whose  cordilleras  yielded  whole  fleets  of  galleons  of  silver 
and  gold  to  make  Spain  and  her  conquistadores  rich  yet  whose  soil  was 
so  poor  that  mountains  had  to  be  terraced  at  the  expense  of  generations 
of  back-breaking  labor  to  make  patches  sometimes  no  bigger  than  a 
blanket  upon  which  to  raise  food.  .  .  . 

“Peru  .  .  .  where  one  sees  the  highest  land  under  cultivation,  the 
highest  waters  open  to  steam  navigation,  the  highest  standard-gauge 
railway,  the  highest  mines  and  the  highest  perched  American  colony  on 
earth. .  .  . 

“Peru  .  .  .  whose  capital  is  Lima,  site  of  the  New  World’s  oldest 
university  and  what  has  been  described  as  its  most  magnificent  cathedral, 
last  resting  place  of  Francisco  Plzarro,  the  bold,  and  of  Rosa  of  Lima, 
America’s  only  woman  saint.  .  .  .” 

Fragmentary  things  like  these,  trite  things  learned  in  our  schooldays, 
flashed  through  our  minds  as  we  leaned  over  the  Maryland’s  rail  and 
got  our  first  glimpse  of  the  port  of  Callao  early  on  the  morning  of 
Wednesday,  December  5.  We  were  about  to  visit  one  of  the  most  fasci¬ 
nating  countries  on  earth,  and  knew  It,  for,  as  Dr.  Ross  puts  it,  the  time 
is  certain  to  come  when  tourists  will  flock  here  as  they  do  to  Egypt, 
Palestine,  Rome  and  Greece  to  view  the  ruins  of  a  mysterious,  dead 
civilization — monuments  of  a  great  past  which  “lies  miraculously  pre¬ 
served  here  like  the  mummy  of  a  saint  In  a  crypt.” 

Up  to  now,  without  exception,  each  country’s  welcome  to  President¬ 
elect  Hoover  had  been  more  brilliant — though  probably  no  more  sin¬ 
cere — than  the  preceding.  Peru’s  was  to  be  no  exception.  Since  we  left 
Ecuadorean  waters  the  smart  Peruvian  cruiser,  El  Almirante  Grau,  had 
been  escorting  us,  and  from  the  moment  the  party  set  foot  ashore  in 
Callao  until  the  Maryland  sailed,  we  were  on  the  go  all  the  time.  The 
port,  and  lovely,  Moorish,  latticed  Lima,  the  capital,  eight  miles  inland. 
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were  colorfully  beflagged,  while  behind  lines  of  Frenchy  looking  troops 
who  edged  the  sidewalks,  the  whole  population,  it  seemed,  watched  the 
goings  and  comings  of  their  strong  man  and  President,  Augusto  B. 
Leguia,  and  his  distinguished  guest.  It  seemed  to  me  that  the  Peruvians 
caught  the  spirit  of  the  thing  admirably.  Here  was  a  Yankee  President¬ 
elect  journeying  thousands  of  miles  to  make  friends  with  them,  and  the 
unprecedented  gesture  quite  obviously  appealed  to  their  imagination. 

And  here  is  an  item  not  down  on  the  official  program  but  none  the  less 
charming  because  of  that. 

While  the  military  bands  were  braying  past  the  great  palm-shaded 
Plaza  Mayor  on  which  fronts  the  Government  Palace  where  Mr. 
Hoover  was  to  call  on  President  Leguia,  I  slipped  into  the  cool  shadows 
of  the  almost  deserted  interior  of  the  magnificent  Cathedral  facing  the 
square  from  another  side.  I  wanted  to  visit  the  crypt  of  the  Santa  Rosa 
of  Lima  and  also  to  see  the  bones  of  Pizarro,  founder  of  “The  City  of 
the  Kings”  just  forty-three  years  after  Columbus  discovered  America. 

A  small,  dark  figure  of  a  man  stole  up  to  my  side  and  caught  me  by 
the  arm. 

“See  those  two  ladies!”  he  whispered  excitedly  in  broken  English  .  .  . 
“Over  there  by  the  glass  casket  of  Pizarro  .  .  .  That  is  the  Mistress 
Hoover  herself,  en  personne,  and  her  secretary  Miss  Fesler  .  .  .” 

I  hope  the  little  guide  was  right.  There  is  too  much  poetic  and  dra¬ 
matic  balance  to  the  picture  for  it  not  to  be  true.  For  at  the  moment 
Mrs.  Hoover  was  contemplating  all  that  is  left  of  the  founder  of  a  Peru 
that  is  dead  and  gone,  Mr.  Hoover  was  just  across  the  square  shaking 
hands  with  the  man  who,  many  believe,  will  go  down  in  history  as  the 
creator  of  the  new  Peru  of  today  and  tomorrow. 
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PRESIDENT  LEGUIA  OF  PERU  WELCOMES  PRESIDENT-ELECT  HOOVER 
PRESIDENTIAL  ESCORT,  LIMA.  LEAVING  FOR  LIMA. 
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Three  Musketeers  of  the  Tress 

Ty  Harry  W.  Frantz 


SOME  Alexander  Dumas  of  the  future  will  write  the  thrilling 
adventures  of  Three  Musketeers  of  the  Press  in  Chile:  Athos, 

I  better  knowm  as  Edward  Price  Bell  of  t.\\tChicago  Daily  Newst 
'  Porthos,  impersonated  by  Rodney  Butcher  of  the  Newspaper 
Enterorise  Association:  and  Aramis,  in  person  of  William  Phillip 

Hannibal  crossing 
the  Alps,  General  San 
Alartin  marching 
through  the  Andes, 
have  their  modern  coun¬ 
terpart  in  the  Three 
Musketeers,  whose  epic 
journey  from  Antofa¬ 
gasta  to  Santiago  will 
be  a  bedtime  story  for 
grandchildren  of  all 
who  shared  President¬ 
elect  Hoover’s  Good 

Will  Odyssey  to  South  America. 

Wearied  of  tranquil  life  on  the  Maryland  Quarterdeck,  seeking  sur¬ 
cease  from  the  siren  songs  of  Admiral  Beamish,  Bell,  Butcher,  and 
Simms  left  the  ship  at  Antofagasta  to  make  their  own  route  and  find 
their  own  fame  in  Chile. 

Eirst  they  found  their  way  to  the  British-American  Club  where  native 
songs  of  welcome  and  native  cups  of  cheer  dulled  the  slightest  yearn  to 
rejoin  the  dull  companions  on  the  Maryland.  They  returned  to  the  water¬ 
front  merely  to  wave  a  fond  farewell  to  Davy  Jones  and  King  Neptune. 
The  trouble  was  spared,  for  the  Maryland  long  since  was  out  of  sight. 

The  Three  Musketeers,  accompanied  by  d’ Artagnan  in  person  of 
American  Minister  to  Bolivia  David  Kaufman,  now  plunged  into  the 
heart  of  the  deep  nitrate  forests  which  surround  Antofagasta.  Three 
hours  they  traveled  in  a  hastily-commandeered  automobile  to  the  hamlet 
of  Baquedano,  where  they  were  welcomed  by  the  local  Intendant  and 
invited  to  spend  the  next  twenty  years  in  Chile. 

Reluctantly  declining  the  invitation,  the  intrepid  wanderers  boarded 
a  train  bound  “ruvibo  al  StirP  All  afternoon  and  night  they  sped  south¬ 
ward.  By  this  time  their  heroic  exploit  had  attracted  the  personal  inter- 


Simms,  Scripps-Howard  Newspaper  Alliance. 


THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS 
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est  of  His  Excellency  Carlos  Ibanez,  President  of  Chile,  who  was  very 
anxious  that  the  story  should  not  “miss  the  play.” 

By  official  arrangement,  approved  by  the  President  at  La  Moneda 
Palace,  the  Musketeers  were  transferred  to  a  fast  auto-rail  coach  and 
sped  to  Copiapo,  where  the  Intendant  and  the  populace  gave  a  welcome 
comparable  to  that  accorded  to  the  British  troops  on  arriving  at  Luck¬ 
now  after  the  Indian  Mutiny. 

Now  realizing  that  the  Hoover  Good  Will  Mission  in  Santiago  could 
not  attain  a  maximum  success  unless  graced  by  the  Three  Musketeers, 
the  Chilean  Army  early  Monday  dispatched  Army  airplanes  five  hun¬ 
dred  miles  to  Copiapo  to  escort  the  bold  ones  in  triumph  to  the  capital. 

Bell  and  Simms  sped  from  Capiapo  amid  cheers  on  the  morning  of 
December  1 1th,  and  arrived  in  the  afternoon  at  El  Bosque  Field  in  San¬ 
tiago,  assuring  the  success  of  the  day’s  festivities  and  the  peace  of  mind 
of  all  governments. 

Still  craving  adventure,  Dutcher  ordered  his  pilot  to  descend  in  a  field 
near  Copiapo,  and  wined  and  dined  with  the  townspeople  until  a  special 
bombing  plane  was  sent  out  from  Santiago  to  compel  his  return. 

The  Three  Musketeers,  reunited  in  Santiago,  were  heralded  by  the 
populace  as  heroes,  and  as  a  special  token  of  esteem  their  fellow  corres¬ 
pondents  took  up  a  collection  to  buy  them  a  Dollar  Watch,  with  special 
instructions  to  use  it 
hereafter  in  reference 
to  all  shiptime  arriv¬ 
als  and  departures. 

The  Musketeers’ 
adventure  thus  con¬ 
cluded,  the  Maryland 
staff,  the  Hoover 
Mission,  and  the  Chi¬ 
lean  Government  re¬ 
sumed  normal  rou- 
tineof  affairs  ;andthe 
travelers  quaffed 
th  ree  large  steins  of 
Cereza  Nativo  and 
toasted  “Viva  Chile 
y  El  Senor  Presi- 
dente!” 


THE  PRESIDENT  OF  BOLIVIA  CALLS  AT  ANTOFAGASTA,  CHILE 
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JC’£'nvoi.  ..U.S.  S.  Maryland 

Hy  Robert  S.  Allen 

VALPARAISO  .  .  .  soft  caressing  gray  skies,  sentient  greens  of 
“beach”  and  sea.  The  end  of  the  cruise — and  the  start  of 
another.  Leave  taking  with  the  gallant  ship.  “Deeply  thank¬ 
ful  ..  .  unending  courtesy  .  .  .  see  you  again  some  time  .  .  .  .” 
“Viva  Hoover.  Viva,  viva,  viva  .  .  .  .”  Skipping  shells  manned  by 
stalwart  Chilean  youth.  Around  and  around  the  Maryland  they  raced 
their  craft — oars  flashing  in  the  just-after-dawn  daylight. 

“Boat  Number  One,  on  port  side,  please.  All  going  on  this  boat  .  .  . 
all  on  port  .  .  .  .”  Newspapermen,  cameramen.  “Hey,  Mac!  Is  my  bag¬ 
gage  on  board?  Where  is - ?  Here  I  am.  Shove  off  and  report 

back  immediately  .  .  .  .” 

Off.  Ten  minutes  of  launching.  A  long,  last  look  at  the  lean  detached 
“grayhound  of  the  sea.”  “Notice  how  she  rides  higher  in  the  water. 
Lightened  considerably  since  we  pulled  out  from  San  Pedro  some  weeks 
back.”  Long  jawed,  squared  off ...  a  queen  of  the  seas. 

Shore  .  .  .  ratatatat  of  greetings,  vivas,  high  hats,  swallow  tails,  stand¬ 
ing  collars,  ribbons,  cadets  .  .  .  “Hey,  Mac,  where’re  the  cars?”  “Senor, 
telegraph  officio  .  .  .  gracios.”  “Everything  all  right,  pal  .  .  .  don’t  worry, 
pal.”  “Hey,  you  birds,  remember  Antofagasta,  better  not  get  off  this 
train.” 

Through  a  valley  that  smiled  and  dreamed  of  California  .  .  .  eucalyp¬ 
tus  trees,  soft  brown-backed  hills,  golden  sunny  skies  deeply  blue. 

Santiago — a  rich  potage  of  hospitality,  charm,  formality,  informality, 
toasts,  more  toasts,  still  more  toasts.  Warm,  soul-tingling  toasts — always 
toasts.  “The  President,  gentlemen  .  .  .  .”  “The  President  wishes  to  say 
to  the  newspapermen  of  North  America  that  he  appreciates  .  .  .  .” 

“Tell  the  President,  Llarry,  that  we  value  .  .  .  .” 

“The  train  will  leave  for  Los  Andes  at  7  :30  p.  m.  sharp  .  .  .  .”  “Is 
Dutcher  here?  .  .  .  That’s  good.”  “All  three  back,  now.”  Sleepers,  jam, 
confusion  .  .  .  MacManus  in  Pullman  berth  .  .  .  on  A1  Smith  .  .  .  “Let’s 
see  what  the  record  says  . .  .  and  so  I  says  to  old  man  Hek — esher,  I  want 
$50,000  for  to  buy  a  park.  .  .  .” 

Los  Andes  .  .  .  “dose  whaves,  Senora  .  .  .  how  about  some  coffee  .  .  . 
quantes  costa  .  .  .  what  did  she  say?” 

Transfer  to  the  trans-Andean  train  .  .  .  leave  taking  of  Maryland 
officers.  Best  luck  . .  .  adios.  Bon  voyage. .  .  . 
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Louver — SCENES  along  the  trans  andean  railway. 

Top — ALLAN  hoover  CROSSING  THE  ANDES.  Center — CHILEAN  COMMISSION 
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The  Tatin -Ammcan  Reaction 

"By  C.  Du  Bose 

AN  ENTHUSIASTIC  RESPONSE  to  the  good-will  mission  of 
President-elect  Hoover  has  been  given  by  the  officials  and 
/  \  people  of  every  Latin  American  country  visited  on  his  Central 

£  and  South  American  tour. 

Gratification  that  Mr.  Hoover  undertook  this  “great  adventure  in 
friendship,”  as  it  has  been  styled,  and  sincere  acceptance  of  its  spirit,  has 
been  expressed  in  every  public  utterance  by  government  officials  receiv¬ 
ing  the  future  President  of  the  United  States.  Furthermore,  citizens  of 
all  classes  in  private  conversations  have  said,  in  substance,  the  same 
things.  The  newspapers  throughout  Latin  America,  in  the  countries 
iVIr.  Hoover  visited,  as  well  as  in  those  which  time  limitations  prevented 
him  seeing,  have  devoted  much  space  to  the  Hoover  trip  and  hailed  it  as 
epochal,  historic  and  the  beginning  of  a  new  era  of  friendship,  under¬ 
standing  and  good  relations  between  the  United  States  and  each  His- 
panic-American  Republic. 

Thus,  those  who  have  had  the  privilege  of  observing  from  day  to  day 
the  dramatic,  picturesque  and  colorful  unfolding  of  this  unique  journey 
feel  that  it  has  increased  already  existing  friendships,  established  new 
ones,  laid  the  foundations  for  still  others,  and  established  a  general 
desire  for  the  actual  and  practical  accomplishment  of  what  Mr.  Hoover 
wants — friendship,  goodwill,  understanding,  among  the  governments 
and  peoples  of  the  Western  Hemisphere.  Not  merely  in  its  outward, 
obvious  and  immediate  aspects  of  the  moment  is  the  trip  a  success.  A 
friendly  and  favorable  public  opinion  has  been  aroused  in  Latin  Amer¬ 
ica — a  friendlier  feeling,  probably,  considering  the  Southern  continent 
as  a  whole,  than  has  ever  before  existed  for  the  United  States.  The 
potentialities  of  the  Hoover  trip  are  enormous.  It  may  well  be  that 
future  historians  will,  as  Latin  American  newspapers  predict,  date  a  new 
day  in  the  relations  of  the  American  Republics  from  this  great  gesture 
of  the  President-elect  of  the  United  States  to  his  southern  neighbors. 

Before  the  election,  or  the  Presidential  campaign  in  the  United 
States,  Mr.  Hoover’s  name  and  fame  were  widespread  in  Latin  Amer¬ 
ica.  H  is  Belgian  relief.  Food  Administration,  Red  Cross  and  Depart¬ 
ment  of  Commerce  works,  and  his  rank  as  a  mining  engineer,  had  all 
combined  to  give  him  outstanding  position  among  the  names  of  North 
Americans  well  and  favorably  known  in  the  Latin  republics.  There  was 
intense  interest  from  the  Rio  Grande  to  Tierra  del  Fuego  in  the  ques- 
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ABOUT  TO  CATAPULT  A  PLANE. 

PERUVIAN  CRUISER  ALMIRANTE  GRAU.  STREET  SCENE,  AMAPALA. 

GUARD  OF  NAVAL  CADETS,  VALPARAISO,  CHILE. 
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tion :  “What  will  be  the  Latin  American  policy  of  this  man,  of  whom  we 
know  so  much,  whose  works  we  admire,  who  is  now  to  direct  the  govern¬ 
ment  of  our  powerful  northern  neighbor?”  Mr.  Hoover  answered  the 
question  with  a  gesture  that,  by  its  dramatic  touch,  aroused  instant 
applause  everywhere.  The  sincerity  of  the  proffered  friendship  appealed 
to  the  Latin  peoples.  The  background  for  success  was  established  before 
the  trip  began.  The  journey  became  a  crescendo  of  ovations.  One  after 
another  each  port,  capital  and  country  visited  strove  to  outdo  the  other 
in  honoring  Mr.  Hoover,  and  thereby  his  country,  and  the  goodwill 
mission  upon  which  he  came.  The  mission  was  a  master  stroke  of  diplo¬ 
macy,  of  far-reaching  importance,  and  will  be  conducive  of  improved 
relations  for  years  to  come. 


SHOOTING  CLAY  PIGEONS.  DECK  TENNIS. 
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rJMary’s  Boarding  House 

'By  Rex  Collier 

SNUGGLED  cozily  aft  betwixt  galley 
and  shower  room,  and  tempered  by 
i  balmy  breezes  direct  from  the  boilers, 
'  the  Junior  Officers’  mess  hall  is  en¬ 
shrined  in  the  memory  of  the  press  as  the  very 
heart  and  soul  of  the  good  ship  Maryland, 
bearer  of  tidings  of  good  will. 

In  that  mealtime  rendezvous  of  the  news¬ 
papermen  and  camera-men — safely  removed 
from  presidential  dignity,  and  untrammeled  by 
neckties  or  collars,  the  spirit  of  friendship  and 
camaraderie  that  featured  the  voyage  was 
wooed  and  weighed  with  degrees  of  warmth 
varying  with  the  strength  of  the  coffee  and  the 
lasting  powers  of  the  jam. 

There,  amid  the  desultoryshouts  of  strong  men  striving  to  master  Fili¬ 
pino,  of  weaker  ones  begging  for  their  turn  at  the  toaster  and  of  average 
ones  seeking  to  untangle  their  egg  orders,  were  threshed  cut  the  prospec¬ 
tive  problems  of  the  day. 

There,  of  afternoons  and  evenings,  were  discussed  the  wonders  of 
modern  radio,  the  mysteries  of  Neptune’s  Raging  Main,  the  vagaries  of 
a  Tehuantepecer,  the  relative  merits  of  cafes  in  L’Union  and  Lima,  pri¬ 
orities  in  filing  time,  disposition  of  left-over  sucres,  pesos  and  centavos, 
the  market  for  high  hats  and  frock  tails,  and 
the  Spanish  for  beer  and  beefsteak. 

None  privileged  to  have  been  seated  around 
those  green-baized  tables  will  forget  the  fiash 
of  Beamish  shirts  and  wit,  the  appreciative 
laughter  of  Bobby  Allen,  the  able  efforts  of 
Ensign  Caruthers  to  satisfy  the  epicures  and 
the  gourmands,  the  well-considered  observa¬ 
tions  of  Lem  Speers,  the  special  radio  broad¬ 
cast  by  Graham  McEvoy  and  Ruffo  DeTitta, 
the  friendly  cooperation  among  the  press  asso¬ 
ciations  and  the  staff  correspondents,  and  the 
never-ffagging  geniality  of  Commanders  Hill 
and  Train. 


THE  HOTEL  MARYLAND 


MANANA 
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Who  can  forget  the  pre-suppertime  “Spirit  of  ’76”  act,  with  Its  whim¬ 
sical  call  to  chow  ? 

Or  blot  from  his  consciousness  the  haunting,  distracting  strains  ground 
out  inexorably  from  the  well-worn  records  of  the  mess-boys’  phono¬ 
graph  ? 

Or  stay  fond  recollections  of  that  sumptuous  Thanksgiving  repast  of 
1928,  affording  all  the  delicacies  of  home,  while  sailing  the  high  seas  in 
equatorial  realms? 

These  things  are  not  to  be  forgotten.  They  are  Impressed  Indelibly  on 
the  minds  of  every  correspondent  and  every  photographer  who  gathered 
round  the  festive  board  in  the  Maryland’s  J.  O.  mess. 

And  In  the  years  to  come,  when  Messrs.  Hill  and  Train  and  Caruth- 
ers  and  Alderman  and  all  the  rest  are  admirals,  and  the  correspondents 
of  the  battles  of  Amapala  and  L’Unlon  and  San  Jose  and  Corinto  and 
Guayaquil  and  Lima  are  still  correspondents,  or  maybe  copyreaders — 
the  memory  of  those  happy,  if  sometimes  hectic,  hours  around  the  green- 
balzed  tables  of  the  mess  hall  will  go  on  and  on  and  on — like  the  mess- 
boys’  phonograph. 


SHUFFLED OARD  ON  HOTEL  MARYLAND 
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ship’s  officers 


The  Ward  %oom^ 

"By  Lawrence  Sullivan 

By  all  means  engage  private  room  and  call  best  doctor  south  of 
Equator,”  the  wireless  hissed  at  James  L.  Wright  the  day 
I  after  he  had  radioed:  “Splendid  dinner  Ward  Room  last 
night.  Officers,  salt  of  the  earth,  received  me  most  generously.” 
Unversed  in  the  higher  symbolism  of  the  sea,  I  am  unable  to  explain 
the  genesis  of  the  term  “Ward  Room.”  Discreet  and  painfully  polite 
inquiry  suggests,  however,  that  the  institution  comes  down  to  us  from 
the  Phoenicians,  in  whose  gigs,  I  have  it,  the  officers’  eating  room  was 
styled  “waa  waa,”  which  being  interpreted  is — “Here,  boy!  this  cream 
is  sour ...  1” 

But  I  have  been  too  long  in  the  Navy  to  attempt  serious  ratiocination 
upon  the  meaning  of  language.  If  the  Half-deck  is  below  the  Quarter¬ 
deck  and  is  smaller,  what  would  you,  beloved  stranger,  call  the  hospital? 
There  !  Poor  weak  flesh  that  you  are,  you  might  know  !  Of  course,  you 
are  wrong!  It  is  “Sick  Bay.”  And  the  “Hawse  Pipe”  is  not  a  pipe  at 
all;  and  there  is  no  such  word  as  “Hawse”  in  all  the  English  language. 
Now  where  are  you — if  not  in  the  Navy? 
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In  this  spirit  do  we  approach  for  the  first  time  the  rich  greens,  the 
spotless  whites,  the  bright,  shiny  brass  of  the  Maryland  Ward  Room, 
mess  room  of  the  Ship’s  forty  Senior  Officers.  A  single  glance  at  the 
room  tells  all  that  can  be  told — an  assemblage  of  as  amiable  and  cordial 
and  able-looking  gentlemen  as  one  may  see  anywhere  in  the  world.  The 
Navy  made  these  fellows  men,  the  wind  made  them  humble  and  gentle, 
the  sun  made  them  handsome  and  the  sea  made  them  noble  and  brave. 

Here  you  have  Commander  Brown  in  the  act  of  removing  a  cap  as 
white  as  your  boiled  shirt,  greeting  you  with  eyes  reflecting  in  a  single 
flash  the  whole  panorama  of  twenty  years  of  the  sea.  Beside  him  is 
Lieutenant-Commander  De  Treville,  son  of  Texas,  ready  for  the  next 
dance  or  the  next  disaster,  as  the  case  may  be,  and  manifestly  equal  to 
either.  Beyond  is  Lieutenant-Commander  Hall,  master  of  all  the  Mary¬ 
land’s  wheels,  pistons,  switches,  gentleman  in  waiting  to  something  like 
$10,000,000  worth  of  seven  teen-knotting  machinery — standing,  I  may 
add,  seriously  engaged  for  the  moment  with  a  sea-legged  news-monger 
in  that  delightfully  meaningless,  purposeless  and  improperly  named 
game,  “Acey-Ducy.” 

Nowhere,  as  I  appraise  it,  is  there  a  society  exactly  like  the  Ward 
Room  organism  of  Uncle  Sam’s  fleet.  I  should  pronounce  it  unquestion¬ 
ably  one  of  the  most  vital  spots  of  the  Navy.  For  here,  mingled  with 
the  pleasantries  and  raillery  of  sea-going  men,  are  passed  the  ultimate 
traditions  of  the  service.  Here  is  an  atmosphere  which  ever  must  beckon 
men  onward,  to  strive  daily  for  new  distinction  in  the  selfless  service  of 
patriotism.  This  room  exudes  in  every  nook  the  quin¬ 
tessence  of  that  noble  pride  of  calling  which  lures  men 
from  quiet  and  happy  homes,  from  wives,  children,  gar¬ 
dens,  golf  links,  from  rollicking  week-ends  in  the  woods 
with  the  Chevrolet,  from  rollicking  nights  in  the  main¬ 
land  clubs  with  the  Jazztown  Ukaleers.  Step  into  the 
Ward  Room  as  these  gentlemen  assemble  for  dinner — 
any  night  by  my  guess — and  you  will  perceive  in  an  in¬ 
stant  the  nature  and  the  quality  of  that  mysterious  some¬ 
thing  which  is  the  warp  and  woof  of  the  United  States 
Navy.  Here  is  the  Open  Sesame  to  the  Navy’s  Priceless 
Ingredient ! 

Gentlemen  of  the  Ward  Room,  I  salute  you  ! 
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^^Svery  Hand  Will  Do  His  Utmost!’’ 

'Bjy  Harry  W.  Frantz 


WHEN  newspapermen  with  the  Good  Will  Mission  of  Pres¬ 
ident-elect  Herbert  Hoover  boarded  the  U.S.S.  Maryland 
at  San  Pedro  they  were  given  a  little  pamphlet  in  which  it 
was  declared  that  “every  hand  will  do  his  utmost  to  make 
this  cruise  successful  and  enjoyable  for  you.” 

It  was  a  happy  promise  and  one  well  kept.  Six  months  after  the  cruise 
it  is  a  pleasure  to  recall  how  generously  every  enlisted  man,  no  less  than 
every  officer,  did  his  bit  and  more  for  the  success  of  the  cruise. 

One  can  remember  sailors  hiding  their  amusement  at  newspaper  land¬ 
lubbers  talking  of  “upstairs”  and  “downstairs”;  one  can  see  them  strug¬ 
gling  with  unlimited  baggage;  one  remembers  them  “lending  a  hand”  at 
dangerous  launch-landings;  one  recalls  their  willing  assumption  of  tasks 
not  exactly  in  line  of  duty,  to  make  the  Maryland  a  “happy  ship”  for 
their  guests  no  less  than  themselves. 

“All  in  the  day’s  work!”  seemed  to  be  the  enlisted  man’s  attitude 
toward  the  Good  Will  Cruise.  He  did  his  holystoning,  and  his  drilling, 
and  his  brass-polishing,  and  his  off-watch  card-playing  with  the  same 
well-trained  regularity  that  makes  the  amazingly  difficult  task  of  run¬ 
ning  a  great  battleship  seem  such  a  simple  matter  to  a  landlubber  aboard. 

The  enlisted  man,  as  seen  on  the  Maryland,  seemed  still  to  have  the 
endearingly  adventurous  qualities  that  the  man  from  ashore  associates 
with  the  “old  sea  dogs”  of  the  Navy.  He  can  sit  through  a  sentimental 
movie  without  too  many  wisecracks,  but  he  also  can  slug  teeth  from  a 
boxing  brother  if  occasion  requires;  he  may  write  a  letter  home  in  every 
mail,  but  he  still  can  draft  a  smile  from  the  senoritas  under  the  palm 
trees.  He  may  climb  less  often  aloft  than  his  old-time  forbear,  but  who 
will  say  that  it  takes  less  courage  to  work  in  a  gun-turret?  He  knows 
that  he  is  part  of  a  machine,  but  on  that  account  does  not  stop  thinking. 

Best  of  all,  the  enlisted  man  is  not  allowing  traditions  of  the  sea  to  die. 
King  Neptune  and  Queen  Amphitrite  never  had  more  regal  court  than 
aboard  the  Maryland,  and  the  Jolly  Roger  never  flew  more  proudly. 
The  King’s  Judges  judged  with  maximum  harshness,  the  King’s  Barber 
clipped  with  reckless  shears,  the  King’s  Cats  slugged  neophytes  in  the 
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spirit  of  manslaughter.  But  they  made  no  enemies  because  every  man 
aboard  realized  that  they  were  giving  new  vitality  to  an  old  tradition; 
conserving  for  the  life  in  the  navy  its  whole-souledness,  and  that  tang  too 
often  lacking  in  life  ashore. 

From  the  bay  of  Pedro  to  the  lights  of  Valpo  is  a  long  haul;  and  one 
aboard  the  Maryland  will  never  forget.  Here’s  hoping  that  the  Enlisted 
Man  thinks  kindly  of  “twenty  correspondents  and  seven  camera-men” 
who  went  with  him  “way  down  yonder.” 


CHURCH  SERVICES  ON  BOARD  U.  S.  S.  MARYLAND.  SCRUBBING  HAMMOCKS. 
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MRS.  HOOVER  JOINS  THE  PHOTOGRAPHERS 


Telling  the  World  About  Hoover 

^  I  Good  Will  Mission  of  President-elect  Herbert  Hoover  to 

I  Central  and  South  America  is  covered  by  twenty  correspondents 
I  and  seven  cameramen  whose  joint  experience  embraces  the  entire 
£  world  and  every  great  news  story  of  the  last  decade.  Probably  no 
peace-time  mission  in  history  has  ever  been  reported  and  pictured  with 
corresponding  thoroughness. 

Following  are  some  of  the  “high  spots”  in  the  careers  of  writers  and 
cameramen  aboard; 

Edward  Price  Bell,  of  the  Chicago  Daily  News,  dean  of  the  news¬ 
papermen  with  the  mission,  has  a  world-wide  reputation  as  an  interna¬ 
tional  political  writer.  He  had  already  covered  the  Spanish-American 
War  and  the  Boer  War  in  South  Africa  and  established  himself  in  Lon¬ 
don  before  the  majority  of  other  newspapermen  in  the  party  had  com¬ 
menced  their  “cub”  days.  Bell  has  interviewed  practically  every  out¬ 
standing  statesman  of  the  world  and  is  a  recognized  master  of  special 
interview  writing.  Some  of  his  most  important  interviews  are  published 
in  the  book  “World  Chancellories.” 
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Top  left — MERL  LAVOY  AND  BERKLEY  PAYNE.  Top  right — HARRY  FRANTZ  AND  LAURENCE 

SULLIVAN  WITH  MR.  HOOVER.  Center  Left — J.  L.  west  and  C.  DU  BOSE  WITH  MR.  HOOVER. 

Center  right — mark  sullivan  and  ambassador  fletcher.  Lower  left — harry  frantz 

AND  ROBERT  DENTON.  Lower  right — ED  MCINTOSH  and  ALLAN  HOOVER. 
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Mark  Sullivan,  of  the  Nezv  York  Herald-Tribune  Syndicate,  Isa  vet¬ 
eran  political  analyst  and  interpreter  of  international  prominence.  In 
recent  years  he  has  published  “Our  Times”  and  “America  Finding  Her¬ 
self,”  praised  by  all  critics  as  valuable  contributions  to  the  modern  social 
and  political  history  of  the  United  States. 

Will  Irwin,  of  North  American  Newspaper  Alliance,  was  a  college- 
mate  of  Herbert  Hoover  at  Stanford  University  and  after  a  lifetime  of 
Intimate  friendship  was  author  of  Hoover’s  campaign  biography.  Irwin 
has  written  for  practically  every  important  magazine  of  the  United 
States,  and  his  work  is  reputed  both  for  its  significance  of  subject  matter 
and  vividness  of  treatment.  He  is  one  of  few  American  journalists  who 
may  boast  friendship  with  O.  Henry,  great  story-writer. 

William  PhillipSimms, of Scripps-H oward Alliance , traces  editorial 
pathways  in  foreign  affairs  for  the  twenty-six  newspapers  of  that  group. 
He  travels  a  considerable  part  of  each  year  in  order  to  keep  freshness 
and  accuracy  of  viewpoint,  and  Is  equally  well-known  In  London,  Gene¬ 
va,  Peking  and  Washington.  He  was  the  first  American  newspaperman 
to  be  accredited  to  British  army  headquarters  during  the  World  War; 
prior  to  which  he  was  manager  of  the  Paris  office  of  United  Press. 

Phillip  Kinsley,  of  theChicago  Tribune,  isanotherjournalistof  great 
international  experience  and  repute,  having  reported  events  In  Europe, 
the  Far  East,  Mexico  and  elsewhere.  He  Is  a  fisherman  by  predilection, 
and  has  been  on  many  successful  expeditions.  Including  the  Klamath 
River  and  Cape  San  Lucas  fishing-trips  of  President-elect  Hoover. 

Edwin  McIntosh,  of  the  New  York  Herald-Tribune,  began  news¬ 
paper  work  with  the  Richmond  (Virginia)  News-Leader  In  1910,  and 
subsequently  worked  for  the  Atlanta  Constitution,  the  Atlanta  Journal, 
Richmond  Times-Dispatch,  Washington  Times,  Philadelphia  Public 
Ledger,  New  York  Sun,  New  York  World,  New  York  Herald-Tribune 
and  Morning  Hurricane.  Lie  does  political  and  general  special  assign¬ 
ments  for  the  Herald-Tribune,  and  during  the  last  year  covered  both 
major  party  conventions  and  the  Hoover  campaign. 

Lawrence  Sullivan,  of  InternationalNews  Service,  entered  the  news 
game  as  a  telegraph  operator  for  the  Chicago  Tribune  while  attending 
Northwestern  University.  After  working  at  Austin,  San  Antonio,  Dal¬ 
las,  and  Chicago,  he  joined  the  Associated  Press  in  1920,  serving  suc¬ 
cessively  with  Chicago  and  Washington  staffs  until  1927,  when  he  went 
with  International.  Since  1^920  he  has  covered  all  major  and  minor 
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party  conventions  and  recently  he  reported  the  Hoover  campaign.  His 
regular  assignment  is  the  State  Department. 

James  L.  West,  of  Associated  Press,  has  charge  of  the  Associated 
Press  staff  at  the  United  States  Capitol,  and  is  a  veteran  reporter  of 
American  political  events.  He  has  the  distinction  of  being  among  the 
first  Associated  Press  political  writers  whose  telegraphic  correspondence 
is  regularly  signed.  He  covered  the  Hoover  Presidential  campaign. 

Clarence  Du  BosE,a/5o  of  Associated  Press, \s  a  specialist  in  interna¬ 
tional  correspondence.  During  the  last  decade  he  has  worked  in  Wash¬ 
ington,  New  York,  Tokyo,  and  London,  and  he  now  has  charge  of  the 
Associated  Press  Bureau  at  Mexico  City. 

Thomas  L.  Stokes,  of  United  Press,  is  a  political  and  special  feature 
writer.  His  regular  assignment  is  the  United  States  House  of  Repre¬ 
sentatives.  During  the  last  year  he  has  covered  the  Republican  and 
Democratic  party  conventions;  and  he  covered  different  stages  of  both 
the  Smith  and  Hoover  Presidential  campaigns. 

Harry  W.  Frantz,  of  United  Press,  wa.s  formerlycable  editoratNew 
York  office  but  now  is  assigned  to  diplomatic  corps  at  Washington.  He 
has  done  newspaper  work  in  Asia,  Europe,  and  many  cities  of  North  and 
South  America.  His  Latin  American  assignments  included  Mexico  City, 
the  Brazilian  Centennial  at  Rio  de  Janeiro,  the  Tacna-Arica  plebiscite 
negotiations  at  Arica,  and  the  sixth  Pan-American  Conference  at  Havana. 

L.  C.  Speers,  of  NewYork  Times,  has  gained  national  distinction  as  a 
political  and  feature  writer.  He  has  worked  eighteen  consecutive  years 
for  the  New  York  Times.  His  stories  of  the  oil  scandals  and  reviews  of 
Mexican  affairs  attracted  the  widest  attention.  He  was  with  Hoover 
during  the  Presidential  campaign. 

Richard  Beamish,  of  Philadelphia  Inquirer,  is  a  veteran  writer  on 
Pennsylvania  state  and  national  politics.  He  was  formerly  executive 
editor  and  also  city  editor  of  the  Philadelphia  Press.  Besides  politics, 
Mr.  Beamish  has  written  extensively  on  football  and  sporting  events. 
Of  singular  joviality  and  neighborly  spirit.  Beamish  has  a  reputation 
among  journalists  quite  apart  from  his  skill  as  a  writer.  Books  by  him 
on  the  World  War  and  the  Lindbergh  flight  had  a  phenomenal  circula¬ 
tion.  On  the  present  trip  he  is  recognized  as  Dean  of  Shellbacks,  class  of 
1928,  and  Patron  of  All  Mariners. 

Robert  S. Allen,  0/  the  Christian  Science  Monitor ,  is  member  of  the 
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Washington  staff  of  that  international  newspaper.  He  has  specialized 
in  political  affairs,  and  during  1923-24  wrote  special  articles  from 
Europe  for  the  Monitor,  Herald-Tribune  and  other  newspapers.  He 
covered  Smith  and  Hoover  campaign  trips. 

James  L.  Wright,  of  the  Buffalo  Evening  News,  is  a  veteran  among 
Washington  political  correspondents,  having  been  engaged  there  eigh¬ 
teen  years.  He  now  has  charge  of  the  capital  bureau  of  the  Telegram. 
Formerly  he  was  with  the  Cleveland  Plain  Dealer  and  the  Detroit  News. 
Wright  started  his  newspaper  career  in  New  Hampton,  Iowa,  popula¬ 
tion  2500,  meeting  trains  twice  daily  to  secure  news  from  conductor  and 
brakeman. 

Thomas  Healey,  of  the  Philadelphia  Public  Ledger,  is  an  authority 
on  state  and  national  politics.  Formerly  of  Philadelphia  and  Harris¬ 
burg,  he  is  now  assigned  to  the  Washington  bureau.  Before  joining  the 
Public  Ledger  he  worked  for  the  Evening  Telegram  and  Philadelphia 
Press. 

Rex  Collier,  of  TheW ashington  Evening  Star,  is  a  writer  on  politics 
and  has  had  many  general  feature  assignments  about  the  capital.  He 
covered  Hoover’s  relief  activities  during  the  Mississippi  River  flood. 
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Robert  McManus,  of  the  Nem  York  Evening  Sun,  is  the  youngest 
member  of  the  newspaper  corps  with  the  Hoover  mission.  He  has  won 
distinction  as  a  metropolitan  reporter.  The  morning  arrival  of  McMan¬ 
us  aboard  the  Cleveland  at  Guayaquil  was  a  minor  sensation  of  the  West 
Coast  trip. 

Arthur  Hachten,  of  the  Universal  Service,  regularly  covers  the 
House  of  Representatives  at  the  UnitedStates  Capitol,  and  hashad  many 
important  political  assignments.  Earlier  in  his  career  he  worked  on  the 
Christian  Science  Monitor  at  Boston. 

Rodney  Dutcher,  of  Nemspaper  Enterprise  Association, 
feature  letter  from  Washington  which  reaches  850  newspapers  with  esti¬ 
mated  total  circulation  of  50,000,000.  His  work  is  marked  by  versatil¬ 
ity  of  subject  matter  and  facility  in  treatment.  He  was  formerly  bureau 
manager  of  United  News  at  Boston,  Chicago  and  New  York. 

Mere  LaVoy,  of  Pathe  News,  commenced  the  picture  game  in  Alaska 
twenty  years  ago,  and  since  then  has  made  still  pictures  or  news  reels  in 
almost  every  country  of  the  globe.  He  was  a  member  of  the  Parker- 
Brown  Party  which  made  the  first  ascent  of  Mount  McKinley,  highest 
North  American  peak,  in  1912.  He  was  a  specialist  in  war  photography 
and  covered  the  French,  British,  American  and  Serbian  front,  and  Salo- 
nica.  Since  the  war  he  has  had  important  assignments  in  Australia,  Solo¬ 
mon  Islands,  Alaska  and  the  Behring  Sea,  the  Arctic  Ocean,  and  China. 
Last  year  he  filmed  the  war  activities  of  the  Chinese  Nationalists. 

J.  C.  Brown,  of  International  and  M-G-M ,  is  dean  of  the  Washing¬ 
ton  newsreel  men,  and  known  to  everyone  at  the  capital,  where  he  has 
covered  all  important  stories  for  the  last  ten  years.  He  has  known  inti¬ 
mately  all  Presidents  since  Roosevelt.  He  began  the  picture  game  at 
Boston  sixteen  years  ago,  and  has  had  foreign  assignments  in  Europe 
and  the  Far  East. 

Robert  Denton,  of  Paramount,  has  been  in  the  picture  game  at  Wash¬ 
ington  for  the  last  eight  years,  his  regular  assignment  being  the  White 
House.  He  has  accompanied  President  Coolidge  on  trips  to  Rapid  City, 
South  Dakota;  Yellowstone  Park,  and  to  the  sixth  Pan  American  Con¬ 
ference  at  Havana.  Earlier  in  his  career  he  was  with  the  Chicago 
Tribune. 

Arthur  Detitta,  of  Fox  News,  makes  news  reels  in  New  York  and 
Washington,  and  recently  covered  the  Hoover  Presidential  campaign. 
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Formerly  he  worked  in  Paramount  Studios,  New  York,  being  one  of  the 
cameramen  with  the  famous  Rudolph  Valentino. 

Charles  F.Sanwald,  o/Xiwo^ramj,has  been  in  thepicture  game  ten 
years,  chiefly  at  New  York  and  Washington.  Among  his  major  assign¬ 
ments  have  been  the  Lindbergh  flight,  inauguration  of  President  Hard¬ 
ing,  Kentucky  Derby,  and  the  great  Broadway  parades  for  trans- Atlantic 
aviators.  He  is  a  specialist  in  sports  films,  particularly  baseball,  football, 
and  horse-racing. 

Tom  Howard,  of  Pacific  and  Atlantic  Photos,  Chicago  Tribune  and 
New  York  Daily  News,  is  now  manager  of  the  P.  and  A.  Washington 
bureau,  having  previously  worked  many  years  in  Chicago.  His  impor¬ 
tant  recent  assignments  have  included  President  Coolidge’s  western 
vacation  trips  and  trip  to  Havana,  and  the  Florida  hurricane,  which 
Howard  reached  by  airplane  from  Chicago.  He  has  gained  a  reputation 
as  photographer  of  crime  features,  as  the  Loeb-Leopold  murder  trial, 
and  the  Ruth  Snyder,  murderess,  execution.  He  photographed  the  Sny¬ 
der  execution  with  a  small  camera  tied  to  his  ankle,  obtaining  a  national 
“scoop.”  Some  years  ago  he  traveled  with  Queen  Marie  and  Prince  of 
Wales  on  their  American  tours. 

Berkley  Payne,  ofAssociatedPress,  covers  the  White  House  andgen- 
eral  Washington  picture  stories.  He  attended  both  Democratic  and 
Republican  conventions,  and  made  many  news  pictures  of  both  candi¬ 
dates  during  the  Presidential  campaign. 
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•  •  V- 


ADDENDA 


'President  Hoover’s  Good  Will  Cruise 


Top  Left — ROYAL  UNDERTAKER.  Top  Center — davy  jones.  Top  Right — royal  baby 
BLAHNiPPLE  AND  NURSE.  Center  Left — FATHER  TIME.  Center — royal  bootlegger. 

Center  Right — royal  devils.  Lower  Left — royal  judges.  Lower  Center — royal  scribe. 

Lower  Right — royal  chief  bear. 
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PERSONNEL  OF  THE  ROYAL  COURT  OF 
NEPTUNUS  REX— U.S.S.  MARYLAND 
DECEMBER  1,  1928 


King  Neptunus  Rex 

E.  C.  Tesar  .  .  .  Chief  Turret  Captain 

Queen  Amphitrite 

H.  T.  Sears  .  .  .  Electrician’s  Mate  ic 
Princess  Aphrodite 

P.  E.  Isaacs . Seaman  ic 

Royal  Baby  Blahnipple 
C.  H.  Chiaramonte . Coxs^vain 

Davy  Jones  {Royal  Scribe) 

J.  L.  Dennis  .  .  Chief  Boatswain’s  Mate 

Royal  Navigator 

H.  E.  Hornig  .  .  .  Chief  Quartermaster 

Royal  Astronomer 

F.  N.  Bickel  .  .  .Chief  Machinist’s  Mate 

Royal  Admiral 

C.  A.  Fulham . Chief  Signalman 

Royal  Judges 

R.  B.  Massie  ....  Chief  Storekeeper 

S.  G.  Fold . Chief  Torpedoman 

E.  M.  Bowen  .  .  .  Sailmaker’s  Mate  ic 

Royal  Prosecuting  Attorneys 

W.  Moore . Seaman  ic 

O.  J.  Hickman  .  .  .  Eire  Controlman  3c 

J.  L.  Peters . Yeoman  ic 

Royal  Chiefs  of  Police 

H.  L.  Morgan . Shipfitter  2c 

M.  B.  Timmins  .  .  Electrician’s  Mate  2C 

Royal  Undertaker 

C.  E.  White . Engineman  ic 

Royal  Chaplain 

J.  M.  Curley  .  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate  2c 

Royal  Doctors 

E.  E.  Rawlins  ....  Watertender  ic 
J.  A.  Roberts  .  .  Chief  Electrician’s  Mate 

Royal  Barbers 

J.  Seibeking . Ship’s  Cook  ic 

C.  D.  Warfe  .  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate 2C 
J.  M.  Hruza  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate  2c 

Royal  Dentist 

B.  F.  Brown  ....  Chief  Metalsmith 


Royal  Assistant  Dentist 

G.  C.  Hull  .  .  .  .  Electrician’s  Mate  2C 

Royal  Scribes 

P.  L.  George  ....  Chief  Storekeeper 

B.  P.  O’Hare .  Chief  Yeoman 

Royal  Sergeant-at-Arms 

H.  Farley . Boatswain’s  Mate ic 

Royal  Photographer 

W.  H.Reed  .  .  .  Chief  Turret  Captain 

Royal  Mystery  Man 

G.  M.  Bennett  .  .  .  Quartermaster  sc 

Royal  Bootlegger 

R.  J.  Reilley  .  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate  2c 

Royal  J  ester 

A.  B.  Meyer  .  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate  ic 

Royal  Devils 

C.  A.  Elson  ....  Gunner’s  Mate  ic 

T.  F.  Callahan  .  .  .  Chief  Watertender 

H.  W.  Drew  .  .  Chief  Electrician’s  Mate 

Royal  Maids 

F.  G.  Lessard . Seaman  ic 

L.  Testa . Quartermaster  sc 

Royal  Clerk  of  the  Court 
A.  J.  Stauss . Yeoman  2c 

Royal  Electricians 

E.  H.  Wallace  .  .  Electrician’s  Mate  ic 

O.  C.  Olsen  .  .  Chief  Electrician’s  Mate 

Royal  Attorney  for  the  Defense 
J.  A.  Gribi  ......  Torpedoman  ic 

Royal  Chief  Bears 

E.  O.  Yarbrough  .  .  .  Coxswain 

A.  B.  League . Engineman  ic 

G.  W.  Douglass  .  .  .  Gunner’s  Mate  2C 

A.  Orig  .  .....  Mess  Attendant  IC 

T.  W.  Depo . Signalman  IC 

Royal  Clowns 

A.  A.  Miller . Printer  2c 

L.  J.  Zaczek . Seaman  Ic 

B.  P.  Broussard  .....  Ship’s  Cook  sc 

Father  Time 

R.  H.  Lowell  .  .  .Chief  Machinist’s  Mate 
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Aides  to  the  Royal  Court  barbers^  cats 

POLICEMEN  Reynolds  ......  CoXS^lVdlTl 

F.B.  Jones . Painter  ic  E.  Cloutier  ....  Quartermaster  3c 

E.  D.  Fairey  .  .  .  Carpenter’ s  Mate  ic  E-  Jackson . Seaman  ic 

O.  E.  Whitaker  .  .  Carpenter’s  Mate  3c  J.  Matzko . Coxswain 

C.C.  Howard . Seaman  ic  J.  V.  Evans . Seaman  ic 

J.G.  Doyle . Engineman  2C  E.  Anctil . Boatswain’s  Mate  I c 

J.  E.  Laine . Seaman  2c 

J.  Sanchak . Gunner’s  Mate  3c  DOCTORS 

B.  M.  Hudson . Coxswain  G.  A.  Brizius.  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate  ic 

J.  P.  Shields . Coxswain  G.  D.  Proud  .  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate  ic 

A.  Manista  ....  Gunner  s  Mate  2c  J.  L  Neely . Quartermaster  ic 

W.  M.  Vann . Seaman  ic  L.F.  French . Seaman  ic 

R.  H.  Alford . Coxswain  q  Gagnier . Boilermaker  ic 

P.  D.  Wilkerson .  .  .  .  Watertender  ic  J.  T.  Mathews  ....  Watertender  2c 

R. G.  Coleman  ....  IVatertender  ic  J.  P.  Campbell  ....  Watertender  ic 

S.  J.  Strausser . Seaman  ic  ^V.  P.  Ferguson  ....  W atertender  Ic 

E.  F.  Kroll  .  .  .  .  Fire  Controlman2c  T.  G.  Williams  .  .  .  .  Watertenderic 

C.  S.  McNeish  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate  ic 

W.  C.  Wright  .  .  .  Boatswain’s  Mate 2C 

E.B.  Kroll . Coxswain 

A.  H.  Musselman . Coxswain  P.  D.  Carter  ....  Gunner’s  Mate  ic 

A.  W.  Manville . Storekeeper  2C  F.  J.  Schwartz  .  .  .  Gunner’s  Mate  I c 

A.  B.  League  . Engineman  ic  O.  D.  Scarborough  .  .  Gunner’s  Mate  2C 

J.  F.  Dunphy . Engineman  ic  A.  M.  McComber  .  .  Gunner’s  Mate  3c 

T. F.  O’Rourke . Coxswain  C.  S.  Jacobsen . Seaman  ic 

S.  Funderburg . Seaman  ic  E.  Ragat . M ess  Attendant  I c 

E.  P.  Brannan . Coxswmin  E.  E.  Benshoff . Seaman  ic 

L. V.  Scott . Storekeeper  2C  E.  Hobschaidt . Coxswain 

R.H.  Smith . Seaman  IC  J.  Winchowski . Seaman  ic 

J.  E.  Archer . Seaman  ic  Jenkins . Coxswain 

O.B.  Williams . Fireman  ic  F.F.Asten . Torpedoman2c 

E.  Baker . Coxswain  E.  D.  Banks  ....  Gunner’s  Mate  3c 

W.T.  Smith . Seaman  IC  M.  V.Ryan . Coxswain 

W.  Espenshade . Seaman  ic  Varner . Coxswain 

H.  E.  Capshaw . Coxswain  Eecktenwald . Coxswain 

F.  W.  Johnson  .  .  .  Av.  Mach.  Mate  3c  H.  Beanblossom . Seaman  ic 

A.  L.  Collins . Seaman  ic  A.  C.  Walker . Engineman  2c 

E.  A.  Yarber . Engineman  2C  P.  D.  Remsen . Engineman  2c 

H.  H.  Frye . Shipfitter  2C  W-  Brown . Engineman  ic 

C.  Hedblad . Shipfitter  2c  F.  E.  Borus . Engineman  ic 

W.  H.  Bennett . Moulder  ic  W.  H.  Campbell . Fireman  Ic 

J.P.  Miller . Coppersmith  ic  G.  E.  Harrison . Engineman  2C 

M.  C.  Walters  .  .  .  Fire  Controlman  ic  G.  E.  Buhl . Machinist’s  Mate  2c 

E.W.  Graham . Fireman  2c  S.  G.  Morris . Engineman  ic 

W.  F.  Carter . Engineman  2c 

UNDERTAKERS  \  Xinsley . Fireman  ic 

O.  L.  Loe  ....  Electrician’s  Mate  3c  H.  P.  O’Connell . Engineman  2c 

J.  N.  Todd . Fireman  3c  A.  I.  Gibson . Seaman  ic 
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^ubpoata  m\h  ^xtraorbmarg 


‘SIjE  OJourt  of  tljc  paging 


Country  of  MARYLANDOUS  j  _ 

Vale  of  Pacificus  r  Ts.:  ALLAN  HOOVKR 

Domain  of  Neptunus  Rex  ) 

To  Whom  May  Come  These  Presents: 

GREETING  AND  BEWARE 

Whereas,  The  good  ship  Maryland,  bound  southw  ard  (or.Guaya<iuil, . Ecuador..,.  .is  about  to  enter 

our  domain;  and  the  aforesaid  ship  carries  a  large  and  slimy  cargo  of  landlubbers,  beachcombers,  gutter-rats,  sea- 
lawyers,  lounge-lizards,  parlor-dunnigans,  plow-deserters,  park-bench  warmers,  chicken-chasers,  haytossers,  chit- 
signers,  sand-crabs,  four-flushers,  squaw-men,  pig-lovers,  crossword-puzzle  bugs,  and  all  other  living  creatures  of 
the  land,  and  last  but  not  least,  he-vamps  and  liberty-hounds  falsely  masquerading  as  seamen,  of  which  low  scum 
you  are  a  member,  having  never  appeared  before  us;  and 

Whereas,  The  Royal  Court  of  the  Raging  Main  has  been  convened  by  us  on  board  the  good  ship  Maryland  on 

the . Is.!! . day  of..-D.6l.C.QlIlb6.r...l92^8...at  Longitude..  .80.':'.. .5.0..’ .  ..West,  Latitude  0®  00'  00",  and  an 

inspection  of  our  High  Royal  Roster  shows  that  it  is  high  time  the  sad  and  waridering  nautical  soul  of  that  much- 
abused  body  of  yours  appear  before  High  Tribunal  of  Neptune;  and 

Be  it  known,  That  we  hereby  summon  and  command  you...  . ALTAN  HOCfTJR . . . 

now  a  Landlubber  .,  U.  S.  Navy,  to  appear  before  the  Royal  High  Court  and  Our  August  Presence  on  the 
aforesaid  date  at  such  time  as  may  best  suit  our  pleasure,  and  to  accept  most  heartily  and  with  a  good  grace  the 
pains  and  penalties  of  the  awful  tortures  that  will  be  inflicted  upon  you.  To  be  examined  as  to  fitness  to  become  one 
of  our  Trusty  Shellbacks  and  to  answer  to  the  following  charges: 

Charge  I.— In  that...  ALLAN.HOQYEH .  . now  a..  ...Landlub.b.ex u,  s.  Navy, 

has  hitherto  wilfully  and  maliciously  failed  to  show  reverence  and  allegiance  to  our  Royal  Person,  and  is  therein 
and  hereby  a  vile  landlubber  and  pollywog. 

Charge  II. — .  . .  ALLAN.. .^O.QITEB . . . . . . 

Associating,  and  drinking  java,  with  a  bunch  of  pollywogs 

...in....th.e.....'^o.la...ln....th.e....WalI.'*....on....tJi.e.;...b.o.at.....de.Qk.. . . . . . 

Crossing  the  line  at  the  tender  age  of  two  years,  thereby 

...aro.us.ing.the . ir.9....of...th.e...RQyftl...B.ab.y....Blshhipp.l.e.. . . 

Torturing  his  father's  secretary  by  burning  his  tonsils  with 

....th.e...aid...Qf...a...magnifying...glas.s,,a,nd....t.he....t.ro.p,l,eai....8.un.....whiie,: . 

said  secretary  was  fast  asleep. 

Making  a  statement  to  the  effect  that  King . Neptune..  wa,s.,as . 

mythical  a  person  as  Santa  Claus,  knowing  such  statement  to 
be  false. 

Disobey  this  Summons  Under  Pain  of  Our  Sivift  and  Terrible  Displeasure.  Our  Vigilance  is  Ever  Wakeful' 
Our  Vengeance  is  Just  and  Sure. 

Given  under  our  hand  and  seal. 

Attest,  for  the  King: 

DAVY  JONES  NEPTUNUS,  Re.x, 
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COURT  HIGHLIGHTS 

MISS  FESLER 

Charge  II.  Flirting  with  King  Neptune  and  thereby  causing  much  anguish  to 
the  Royal  Consort  Queen  Amphitrite. 

Charge  III.  Refusing  to  play  with  the  Royal  Baby  Blahnipple. 

MR.  JOHN  G.  MOTT 

Charge  II.  Misrepresenting  the  importance  of  Los  Angeles. 

Charge  III.  Loitering  around  the  Mack  Sennett  lot. 

MR.  GEORGE  AKERSON 

Charge  II.  Interfering  with  the  Royal  communication  system  by  waylaying  a 
dolphin  at  Cape  San  Lucas,  the  dolphin  being  the  recognized  messenger  of  His 
Royal  Highness. 


MR.  RICHARD  BEAMISH 

Charge  H.  Having  excessive  sex  appeal. 

Charge  HI.  Wearing  a  red  sash  and  tie  at  Corinto. 

Charge  HI.  Impersonating  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy. 

MR.  MARK  SULLIVAN 

Charge  1 1.  Completely  ignoring  the  Kingdom  of  Neptune  in  political  articles 
for  twenty  years,  despite  that  Kingdom’s  universally  recognized  sovereignty  and 
importance. 


MR.  J.  C.  BROWN 

Charge  H.  Claiming  that  he  has  the  right  to  use  the  prefix  “Mr.”  before  his 
name. 

ENS.  W.  T.  McGARRY 

Charge  H.  Kissing  the  Royal  Baby  Blahnipple. 

Charge  HI.  Attempting  to  evade  the  Royal  Police. 

Charge  IV.  Offering  sweat  socks  as  a  bribe. 

CHIEF  GUNNER’S  MATE  H.  B.  MATTOX 

Charge  H.  Attempting  to  impersonate  a  gunner. 

Charge  IV.  Assault  and  battery  on  the  person  of  the  Royal  Admiral. 

Charge  VI.  Calling  various  meetings  of  the  pirates  and  presiding  over  same. 
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ROSTER  OF  OFFICERS 

Captain  V.  A.  Kimberly,  Commanding 
Commander  A.  W.  Brown,  Executive 


Lt.  Com.  M.  S.  Bennion,  Navigator 
Lt.  Com.  R.  A.  Hall,  Engineer 
Comdr.  (M.C.)  H.  H.  Lane,  Medical 
Lt.  Com.  (Ch.  C.)  B.  F.  Huske,  Chaplain 


Lt.  Com.  H.  W.  Hill,  Gunnery 
Lt.  Com.  D.  DeTreville,  First  Lieutenant 
Lt.  Com.  (S.  C.)  C.  C.  Copp,  Supply 
Capt.  (U.  S.  M.  C.)  L.  A.  Dessez,  Marine 


Lt.  Com.  G.  H.  Wood 

Lt.  J.  Wright 

Lt.  J.  D.  Murray,  Jr. 

Lt.  F.  E.  Nelson 
Lt.  J.  W.  Birk 
Lt.  A.  Eldridge 
Lt.  D.  J.  Sinnott 
Lt.  A.  O.  Kustel 
Lt.  C.  J.  Ballreich 
Lt.  N.  R.  Hitchcock 
Lt.  K.  C.  Hawkins 
Lt.  N.  O.  Schwien 
Lt.  C.  R.  Pratt 
Lt.  (jg)  D.  W.  Hardin 
Lt.  (jg)  J.  T.  Shannon 
Lt.  (jg)  R.  G.  Lockhart 
Lt.  (jg)  H.T.Read 


Ens.  F.  B.  Schaede 
Ens.  H.  P.  Richards 
Ens.  H.  A.  Henry 
Ens.  H.  R.  England 
Ens.  H.  P.  Cooper 
Ens.  W.  A.  Saunders 


Lt.  (jg)  F.  B.  Wright 
Lt.  (jg)  R.  A.  Larkin 
Lt.  (jg)  F.  D.  Karns 
Ens.  E.  S.  Schanze 
Ens.  R.  G.  Armstrong 
Ens.  P.  W.  Snyder 
Ens.  H.  M.  Neuhaus 
Ens.  W.  T.  McGarry 
Ens.  R.  B.  Alderman 
Ens.  J.  W.  Boulware 
Ens.  C.  K.  Bergin 
Ens.  F.  Turner 
Ens.  W.  R.  Caruthers 
Ens.  G.  W  .Willcox 
Ens.  J.  F.  Mullen,  Jr. 
Ens.  C.  P.  Huff,  Jr. 


absent  on  temporary  duty 

Ens.  F.  C.  Camp 
Ens.  L.  W.  Pancoast 
Ens.  R.  A.  Allen 
Ens.  P.  D.  Gross 
Ens.  M.  F.  D.  Flaherty 
Ens.  A.  J.  Walden 


Lt.  (jg)  (M.C.)  W.F.  James 
Lt.  (D.C.)  G.  N.  Wennerberg 
Lt.  (S.  C.)  A.  G.  King 
Ens.  (S.  C.)  V.  Dortch 
Lt.  (U.S.M.C.)  S. S.Ballentine 
Ch.  Bos’n  J.  Roberts 
Ch.  Gun.  A.  W.  McCoy 
Ch.  Gun.  S.  Klish 
Ch.  Elec.  W.  R.  Dillow 
Elec.  C.  C.  Camara 
Ch.  R.  Elec.  E.  W.  Mallory 
Ch.  Mach.  F.  D.  Butler 
Mach.  M.  E.  Lusk 
Ch.  Carp.  E.  B.  Berkstresser 
Pay  Clk.  W.  M.  Rotsten 
Pay  Clk.  L.  W.  Haydon 


Ens.  F.  E.  Moore 
Ens.  J.  E.  Wyatt 
Ens.  W.  N.  Gray 
Ens.  S.  N.  Tackney 
Ens.  J.  A.  Williams 
Bos’n  J.  Swortwood 
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Ayres,  G.  M. 
Bickel,  F.  N. 

Brown,  B.  F. 
Brown,  D.  C. 
Buslett,  J.  A. 
Callahan,  T.  F. 
Campbell,  J.  S. 
Coady,  M.  J. 
Dennis,  J.  L. 
Donegan,  D.  M. 
Doran,  F.  H. 

Drew,  H.  W. 
Elliott,  1.  F. 

Fold,  S.  G. 

Fowler,  G.  J.  Jr. 
Frank,  C. 

French,  A.  M. 
Fulham,  C.  A. 
George,  P.  L. 
Glasgow,  M.  A. 
Haines,  M.  H. 
Havlicheck,  J.  T. 
Hershiser,  E.  G. 
Hill,  R. 

Hornig,  H.  E. 
Jackson,  C.  V. 
Layton,  J.  D. 
Lindenberger,  O.  S. 
Lowell,  R.  H. 
Lynch,  W.  P. 
Mangold,  M.  H. 
Markley,  A.  L. 
Massie,  R.  B. 
Mattox,  H.  B. 
Morgan,  J.  F. 
Morphew,  J.  B. 
Morris,  J.  J. 
O’Hare,  B.P. 
Olsen,  O.  C. 

Reed,  W.  H. 
Roberts,  J.  A. 
Sutherland,  J.  L. 
Taylor,  Z. 

Tesar,  E.  C. 

Todd,  M.  J. 

Unger,  C.  H. 
Webster,  C.  M. 
Weldon,  F.  J. 
Williamson,  T.  B. 
Wing,  E.  P. 
Winters,  C.  W. 
Zimmerman,  L.  W. 

Acantilado,  V. 
Adams,  J.  J. 
Agcaoili,  E. 
Ainsworth,  J.  D. 
Alarde,  C. 
Alberson,  F.  R. 
Alberts,  G. 
Albright,  D.  E. 


ROSTER 

Alexander,  J.  G. 
Alford,  R.  H. 

Alger,  R.  W. 

Alido,  R. 

Allen,  J.  L. 

Allen,  R. 

Allison,  J.  C. 
Allison,  L.  C. 

Alos,  M. 

Amason,  A.  O. 
Ancheta,  F. 

Anctil,  E. 

Anderson,  A.  L. 
Anderson,  D.  H. 
Anderson,  H.  K. 
Anderson,  S.  T. 
Anderson,  Y.  E. 
Andrew,  R.  M. 
Ansley,  R.  C. 
Appelgate,  H.  E. 
Arbuckle,  O. 
Archambault,  A.  N. 
Archer,  J.  E. 
Archer,  J.  E. 

Arias,  J.  P. 

Arino,  J. 

Armour,  M.  H. 
Armstrong,  T.  J. 
Arnold,  C.  N. 
Asten,  F.  F. 
Atherson,  C.  V. 
Atkins,  C.  L. 
Atwood,  G.  L. 
Ayres,  T. 

Babbitt,  A.  S. 
Bailey,  E.  A. 
Bailey,  K. 

Bailkey,  H. 

Baker,  A.  J.,  Jr. 
Baker,  E. 

Baker,  L.  S. 
Balabas,  J.  E. 
Balan,  L. 

Balao,  T. 

Baldanza,  B.  R.,  Jr. 
Baldwin,  R.  E. 
Balthazar,  G.  A. 
Banks,  R.  D. 

Barba,  L.  C. 
Barnabei,  A. 
Barnes,  E.  H. 
Barrett,  S.  L. 
Bartosh,  E.  M. 
Bartyzel,  W.  L. 
Bass,  R.  C. 

Baum,  L.  E. 

Baxter,  T.  G. 
Bayne,  D.  G. 
Beanblossom,  H. 
Bebout,  E.  L. 

Beck,  N.  M. 


OF  CREW 

Bedwell,  M.  J. 

Bee,  H.  F. 

Belcher,  J.  A. 
Benda,  G.  W. 
Bennett,  C. 

Bennett,  G.  M. 
Bennett,  G.  M. 
Bennett,  W.  H. 
Benning  L.  M. 
Benshoff,  R.  E. 
Benson,  C.  A. 
Beresford,  C.  E. 
Berger,  R.  P. 
Bernadal,  Z.  N. 
Bernaldo,  E. 
Bingaman,  H.  H, 
Bingham,  C.  L. 
Binnicker,  J.  N. 
Bishop,  C.  L. 

Black,  E.  H. 

Blair,  W.  H. 

Blair,  R.  J. 
Blankenship,  A.  G. 
Bliss,  A.  E. 
Boatman,  P.  H. 
Boettcher,  W.  J. 
Bohannon,  G.  E. 
Bohling,  G.  A. 
Boone,  F.  V. 

Born,  L.  K. 

Borus,  F.  E. 
Bouchard,  A.  J. 
Bourk,  C.  E. 
Boutote,  A.  A. 
Bowen,  E.  M. 
Bowler,  S.  G. 
Bowman,  C.  A. 
Boyer,  W.  L. 
Bozworth,  D.  B. 
Braga,  A.  1. 
Branham,  A.  K. 
Brennan,  E.  P. 
Brewer,  V. 
Bridenstine,  F.  W. 
Briggs,  S.  H. 
Briggs,  F.  I. 
Brizius,  G.  A. 
Broussard,  B.  P. 
Brown,  C.  A. 
Brown,  R.  W. 
Brown,  W.  P. 
Broyer,  G.  W. 
Brayant,  H.  R. 
Buchanan,  T.  D. 
Buckendorf.  G.  W. 
Buhl,  G.  E. 
Burdick,  H.  J. 
Burgess,  E.  J. 
Burns,  I. 

Burns,  R.  T. 
Burrous,  H. 


Burton,  L.  L. 
Buschor,  H. 
Bussey,  U.  J. 
Butler,  L.  J. 

Byers,  F.  E. 
Bylecki,  M.  J. 
Byrne,  E.  A.,  Jr. 
Byrnes,  T. 

Caba,  F. 
Cabacungan,  C. 
Cadavos,  M. 

Cain,  C.  S. 

Calam,  T.  H. 
Calderone,  A.  J. 
Call,  J.  H. 
Callanan,  T.,  Jr. 
Campbell,  J.  P. 
Campbell,  W.  C. 
Campbell,  W.  H. 
Caniff,  M.  L. 
Capel,  W.  R. 
Capps,  E. 
Capshaw,  H.  E. 
Cariaso,  S. 

Carley,  E.  L. 
Carmichall,  W.  B. 
Caroompas,  S.,  Jr. 
Carpenter,  V.  F. 
Carrolli,  H. 
Carstensen,  M.  M. 
Carter,  C.  F. 
Carter,  P.  D. 
Carter,  W.  F. 
Casey,  G. 
Casgrain,  W.  E. 
Cash,  T.  M. 
Casteel,  T.  I. 
Caton,  W.  D. 
Cattermole,  C.  S. 
Caw,  L.  H. 
Celestial,  A. 
Cento,  V.  B. 
Cervera,  J. 
Chambers,  C.  N. 
Chaput,  C.  E. 
Chase,  C.  H. 
Chairamonte,  F. 
Christensen,  E.  H. 
Christensen,  H.  D. 
Christian,  C.  H. 
Chrostowski,  C. 
Churchill,  W.  E. 
Clark,  H.R. 

Clark,  H.  W. 
Clearmen,  F.  L. 
Closson,  D.  D. 
Cloud,  R.  T. 
Cloughley,  J.  R. 
Clouser,  H.  H. 
Cloutier,  E. 

Cobb,  G.  R. 
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Cochran,  M. 

Cole,  F.  G. 
Coleman,  C.  A. 
Coleman,  R.  G. 
Collar,  D.  R. 
Collins,  A.  L.  W. 
Collins,  D.  H. 
Collins,  R.  W. 
Colman,  L.  R. 
Compton,  H. 
Conarty,  A.  J. 
Conboy,  E.  P. 
Conger,  R.  M. 
Conklin,  W.  L. 
Conway,  J.  H. 
Conway,  M.  M. 
Cookus,  J.  B. 
Cooper,  G.  E. 
Cooper,  W.  H. 
Corcoran,  J.  E. 
Cordero,  S. 
Cornwell,  E.  M. 
Costley,  D.  L. 
Cottet,  L.  E. 
Courtoy,  E.  C. 
Couts,  I. 

Covington,  H.  J. 
Covington,  H.  O. 
Cox,  G.  W. 

Cox,  R.  E. 

Cranford,  L.  H. 
Crawford,  W.  I. 
Crimmins,  L.  F. 
Crisman,  j.  T. 
Crosby,  F.  H. 
Crosley,  W.  L. 
Cross,  R.  M. 
Crowley,  J.  P. 
Cruise,  G.  V. 

Culla,  T.  J. 

Culver,  A.  E. 
Cummings,  M.  H. 
Cunningham,  W.  A. 
Curley,  T.  M. 

Curry,  J.  H. 

Curry,  W.  W. 
Daffron,  C. 

Dahl,  C.  O. 

Dalhoff,  R.  H. 
Danielson,  R.  C. 
Davidson,  E.  F. 
Davidson,  J.  L. 
Davis,  C.  M. 

Davis,  N.  P. 
Dawkins,  H.  H.,  Jr. 
Dawson,  E.  H. 

Day,  F.  L. 

Day,  G.  E. 

Dean,  M.  W. 

De  Angelis,  M. 
Deaton,  D. 

Dedieu,  E.  H. 

Deeks,  A.  C. 
DeGuzman,  Z. 
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Delatte,  A.  G. 
Dell  Castillo,  R. 
Demick,  J.  E. 
Demling,  J. 
Denning,  C.  H. 
Depo,  T.  W. 
Dergan,  C.  M. 
Deschene,  H.  J. 
Dias,  T. 

Dickerman,  R.  D. 
Dierking,  J.  R. 
Dinwiddle,  H.  G. 
Doane,  E.  P. 
Dobson,  J.  E. 
Doctolero,  E. 
Doland,  N.  W. 
Dolor,  C. 
Domatti,  U. 
Domatti,  W. 
Dombroski,  M.  A. 
Donald,  E. 
Donoghue,  J-  F. 
Dorrough,  T.  C. 
Douglas,  T.  C. 
Douglass,  G.  W. 
Dowling,  O.  A. 
Downing,  W.  C. 
Doyle,  J.  G. 
Duckett,  H.  L. 
Ducolon,  F.  J. 
Duepeward,  H. 
Duffey,  D.  E. 
Dunbar,  A.  L. 
Duncan,  E.  W. 
Dundon,  W.  J. 
Dunning,  C.  B. 
Dunning,  G. 
Dunning,  H.  W. 
Dunphy,  J.  F. 
Duschaine,  A.  A. 
Dutton,  C. 

Dutton,  E.  G. 

Dye,  W.  F. 
Egeland,  C.  L. 
Eldridge,  E.  E. 
Elliott,  L.  E. 

Ellis.  E.  L. 

Elson,  C.  A. 
Elswood,  E.  R. 
Endsley,  J.  P. 
Enriquez,  A. 
Enriquez,  V. 
Erickson,  E.  O. 
Erwin,  C.  G. 
Erzinger,  C.  H. 
Escobedo,  E. 
Espenshade,  W. 
Espiritu,  I. 

Estelle,  T.  A. 
Evans,  A.  L. 

Evans,  B.  D. 
Evans,  G.  A. 
Evans,  J.  V. 

Evans,  J.  W. 


Everett,  W.  E. 
Eyraud,  J. 
Fabish,  A. 

Fairey,  E.  D. 
Fairley,  C.  E. 
Fairley,  J.  A. 
Fannin,  C.  L. 
Farish,  W.  D. 
Farley,  H. 
Farnham,  G. 
Farquar,  J.  T. 
Fassler,  G.  A. 
Federle,  K.  J. 

Fee,  C.  C. 

Fender,  J.  S. 
Ferguson,  W.  P. 
Feriso,  A. 

Fewell,  M.  E. 
Fife,  E. 

Figels,  J.  H. 
Finley,  E.  W. 
Fioretti,  J. 
Firmage,  fc.  L*. 
Fish,  H.  T. 
Fishburn,  E.  A. 
Fisher,  L.  A. 
Fitch,  L. 

Flinn,  R.  M. 
Flory,  J.  J-  , 
Foedde,  F.  W. 
Foley,  T.  R. 
Fontenot,  G. 
Foster,  R.  H. 
Fowler,  C. 

Frakes,  H.  E. 
Freeman,  A.  J. 
French,  L.  F. 
Frentress,  D.  S. 
Freshwater,  E.  D. 
Friedman,  M. 
Frost,  E.  E. 

Frye,  H.  H. 
Fullerton,  C.  P. 
Fulton,  G.  R. 
Funderburg,  S. 
Furgerson,  J.  B. 
Gabriel,  C. 
Gaddy,  L. 
Gagnier,  G.  L. 
Galatas,  L.  R. 
Gallaspie,  P.  J. 
Galito,  P. 

Galos,  L. 

Galpin,  F.  F. 
Galpin,  H.  J. 
Gamble,  D.  W. 
Gardner,  A.  R. 
Garner.  C.  R. 
Garrett,  L.  L. 
Garrison,  H.  L. 
Gaskin,  N.  S. 
Gates,  j. 

Gadreau,  A.  A. 
Gautier,  O.  C. 


Gaylord,  H.  E. 
Gedney,  D. 
Gehrett,  C.  A. 
Gelatka,  J. 
Gentry,  F.  A. 
Geraghty,  J.  J. 
Geraghty,  W.  J. 
Getz,  W.  O. 
Gewertz,  M. 
Gibbo,  C.  W. 
Gibboney,  D.  T. 
Gibbons,  J.  F. 
Gibbons,  J.  M. 
Gibson,  A.  I. 
Gibson,  E. 
Gierman,  F.  P. 
Gilbertson,  E.  G. 
Gilpin,  H.  J. 
Glover,  F.  W. 
Goddard,  J.  A. 
Godfrey,  J. 
Goodsell,  J.  J. 
Gones,  R.  W. 
Gonzales,  F. 
Good,  C.  R. 
Goodhue,  C.  C. 
Goodwin,  L.  J. 
Goodwin,  T.  A. 
Gorchinski,  M. 
Gowans,  W.  C. 
Goward,  D.,  Jr. 
Graham,  E.  W. 
Green,  D.  E. 
Gribi,  J.  A. 
Griffin,  A.  C. 
Griffin,  F.  J. 
Grover,  K.  F. 
Grueninger,  L.  C. 
Gulick,  C.  C. 
Hagen,  W.  S. 
Haley,  R.  B. 

Hall,  D.  F. 

Hall,  H.  J. 

Hall,  R.  W. 
Hamelin,  T.  G. 
Hamilton,  T.  M. 
Hammond,  J.  W. 
Hamper,  C.  G. 
Hankinson,  W.  I. 
Hanlon,  W.  J. 
Hannebaum,  L.  R. 
Hanson,  M.  P. 
Harding,  D.  H. 
Hardy,  B.  J. 
Hardy,  J.  L. 
Harkins,  D.  C. 
Harlan,  A.  H. 
Harmeyer,  E. 
Harper,  H.  J. 
Harps,  C.  W. 
Harris,  M.  L. 
Harrison,  G.  E. 
Harrison,  H.  W. 
Harrison,  W.  L. 
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Harter,  A.  J. 
Hartjes,  A. 
Hartle,  G.  H. 
Hasenbein,  W.  C. 
Hatcher,  R.  M. 
Haverland,  K.  R. 
Hawkins,  B.  K. 
Hawkins,  J.  K. 
Haynes,  W.  F. 
Hedblad,  C. 
Heffern,  J.  M. 
Heidlebaugh,  T. 
Helfrick,  C.  D. 
Hellesvig,  O.  A. 
Hemminger,  G.  E. 
Henry,  T.  R. 
Henry,  W.  O. 
Herlihy,  J.  F. 
Herndon,  K.  E. 
Herold,  H.  W. 
Heryford,  M.  R. 
Heying,  E.  M. 
Hickerson,  H. 
Hickman,  O.  J. 
Hill,  H.  H. 

Hill,R.  B. 

Hilton,  J.  D. 

Hirst,  R.  R. 
Hobschaidt.  E. 
Hochstetler,  L.  L. 
Hodges.  M.  T.  S. 
Hodges,  N.  M. 
Hodgson,  J.  W. 
Hodkinson,  E.  H. 
Hoelderlien,  R. 
Hoff,  C.  A. 
Holcomb,  G.  S. 
Hollenbeck,  L.  K. 
Holt,  E.  C. 

Holte,  R.  W. 
Homan,  C. 

Hook,  M.  J. 
Hostmark,  A.  L. 
House,  E.  O. 
Howard,  B. 
Howard,  C.  C. 
Howard,  F. 
Howard,  M.  A. 
Howard,  R.  L. 
Howell,  R.  C. 
Howerton,  C.  V. 
Howit,  M.  J. 

Hoy,  F.  B. 

Hurza,  J.  M. 
Hudson,  B.  M. 
Hull,  G.  C. 

Hunter,  W.  L. 
Hurt,  W.  H. 

Huss,  G.  W. 
Ingram,  J.  T. 
Isaacs,  R.  E. 
Jackson.  F.  C. 
Jackson,  R. 
Jacobsen,  C.  S. 


James,  R. 

Janes,  H.  A. 
Jankowski,  E.  A. 
Jarett,  L. 

Jaynes,  E.  J.  V. 
Jecklin,  H.  P. 
Jefferson,  C.  C. 
Jenkins,  A. 
Jennings,  C.  D. 
Jennings,  J. 
Jensen,  A.  W. 
Jett,  H.  H. 
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OF  THE  HAPPY  DAYS  SPENT  TO¬ 
GETHER  ON  THIS  CRUISE  OF 

SUCH  FAR-REACHING 

IMPORTANCE  TO 

THE  WESTERN 

WORLD. 


H.  r.  HILL 
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